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INTRODUCTION. 

SPOBTSMEN AND WOULD-BE SPORTSMEN. 

How diflFerently matters are carried on 
in the sporting world now, to what they 
were in the palmy days of the Squire 
(Osbaldeston) , Captain Beecher, and a 
host of others, gone f or ever. 

The old stage-coach (save one or two 
recent reviv^ls), the scarlet-clad guard 
and merry bugie are things of the past; 
the claret-coloured coat and velvet coUar, 
the tops and buckskins of Sir Gilbert 
Heathcote, that " fine old Bnglish gentle- 
man," the jaunty Lord Chesterfield, have 
almost passed out of memory. 
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The ring, what it was and what it is, 
may form food for gossip by mumbling, 
toothless old men, once stars in their pro- 
fession; but Fatlier Time has dealt with 
heavy band on these former models of 
muscular development, now piteous to be- 
hold — ^blear-eyed, trembling, forgetful, and 
forgotten. 

Scores of old friends bave gone to that 
bourn whence no traveller gets a " re- 
turn ticket." Steam-engines dart through 
" happy valleys" and over ground where, 
in the heyday of our youth, we roamed 
with dog, «gun, and rod, listening to the 
melancholy ory of the piover, or wild 
whistle of the wary curlew. 

Even bere, where I write, in one of the 
wìldest parta of Wales, everlasting steam 
bas its sway, rushing through remote 
glades, and by the foot of almost inac- 
cedsible mountains, where the unearthly 
scream of the engine scares the corbies and 
hawks frora their lofty eyries. 

Some time ago, after nearly a quarter of 
a century's absence, I passed over Woking 
Common, in Surrey (the county wherein 
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I was born, bred, and entered), where 
times and oft I bave shot the snipe, 
coursed the bare, been present at many 
a good one*s stripping, or seen bina 
planted on bis second's knee, waiting for 
tbe cali of " timo." 

Tbe enclosure of to-day is widely in 
contrast witb tbat of days past, for the 
very portion of the common formerly 
chosen for the display of manly vigour 
within a boundary of ropes, bas now been 
turned into a vast receptacle for tbe 
"silent dead." Well may we say "sic 
transit gloria mundV^ 

From the table I miss many a jovial and 
joyous face, which reminds me tbat wben 
I last met them at tbat festive board, I 
was young and vigorous, not tbe grey- 
beaded " old buflfer" I am now nncere- 
moniously termed by some ; stili, as I sit 
tbere quaffing (not sipping) my claret, or 
dipping into my beaker of port, and 
mnncbing my nuts, 

" A dream carne o'er me like a speli, 
I thoaght I was again again a child." 

Tbat board, so brigbt and polisbed, and 
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at which, I am bound to confeas, I was 
occasionally inclined to sii; a little too long 
at, listening to the atirring hunting song, 
toast and sentiment, or puffing my cloud 
from my yard of day. 
" The beardlesB boy witb bia meeraobaiuii fine, or bmona 

To foUj'a Btrange bahions nutj atill inoline, bnt the; 

never will do for m^ 
The etoio too blind to onr jo;b aatj blame, and barter 

bis peooe awaij, 
Bnt wbilat lifb atill holda to thia mortai frame, FU cling 

to my yard of day." 

Yes, that board ìs happìly stili the Bame ; 
the worthy owner has Btrenuously refused 
" to quit," or let the *' white sheet," as he 
caUs it, remaìn after the oheese has left. 
The dessert ìs placed on ìts mirror-like 
surfaoe as of yore, the quaint old cut 
deoaoters are doing good duty, as they 
bave for the last £fby years; but to our 
mutton. 

ShootÌDg is not what it waa ; " driving" 
is the system now ; dogs will presently be 
of no use, eapecially if they are so soft 
and pampered as to require "iced water 
on the moors." (A fact ; thia was done on 



WON IN A CANTER. 



the Baia moors two years ago.) How 
often bave I heard the old song :— 

*' To-morrow's the first of September, 
Get ready the dog and the gun, 
And be sure you don't fall to remember 
The whisky-flask marked number one. 
With Ponto you'll bring the black setter, 
Nor leave old friend Juno behind, 
And sportsmen who wish for a better, 
I wish they a better may find." 

But soon, like other things, this will be 
out of date. A hot luncheon from a Nor- 
wegian kitchener is now the proper thing, 
and unlimited supply of Bass and claret 
cup takes the place of the modest sherry 
flask and sandwich, or a cut from the 
lordly round, the well-fed chine, and prime 
home-brewed I was wont, in years long 
gone past, to enjoy at Farmer Giles's. AH 
is changed ; but is it for the better ? 

I do not for one instant mean to say 
that men and guns are not as good as 
they were; that is a matter of opinion. 
In my humble judgment, men, as a rule, 
are not the hardy sportsmen they were; 
but as to dogs, I bave no hesitation in 
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saying that, as a rule, they are neitber so 
good, so handsome, or so well broken as 
they were thirty years ago. 

I "was going to write, however, on 
modem and would-be sportsmen, who 
hardiy care to know or bear about the 
high stubbles that in former years were so 
eagerly sought ©n the Ist of September. 

But where are the stubbles now-a-days ? 

The reaping-machine in many parts 
cuts them down as dose as " the barber 
shaves the weekly beard from the chin of 
the ungodly," or used to do, for razors 
also are out of date; beards and moti- 
stache are the " correct cards" now. 

I bave been muoh araused with the ideas 
ànd writings of the class of drawing-room 
sportsmen, who bave sprung up like mush- 
rooms òf late years. 

It is grand to bear some of them hold 
forth on sporting matters, and to see them 
promulgate their ideas of hunting, shoot- 
ing and fishing. To say the least, their 
knowledge is limited ; but they bave, un- 
fortunately, the Gacóethes scribendiy or 
loquendi^ perhaps both. 
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Not verj long ago there was a great 
discussion on " good shots." Many were 
the letters written on tbe subject, and 
greater trash I bave seldom read, tban 
some of tbem. Swing was a term which 
was introduced, and many of tbe dispu- 
tants knew as much about it as I do of 
flying. 

Amongst tbe productions of the time 
were tbe valuable dieta of a gentleman of 
some four or fi ve years' experience. 

A year or two ago he was one of tbe 
most miserable performers I ever saw. 
Tbe exbibition be made of bimself on 
many occasions was melancboly ; yet be 
wrote and wrote, and gave bis opinions 
pretty freely. 

I am not aware tbat any one looked up 
to tbem, or took tbem for more tban tbey 
were wortb. Stili, be must bave bad a 
pretty good stock of assurance to write so 
largely on a subject be knew so little 
about. I remember on one occasion see- 
ing bim miss thirteen rabbits taken from a 
keeper's pockets and tur ned out before bim. 

On anotber occasion, in Ireland, be 
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bagged one snipe out of three-and-tweiity 
shots ; yet he must give to the world his 
ideas — -in fact, teaoh people how to shoot. 
But hold ! he is now à " dove killer," a 
member of pigeon clubs. Though he 
nearly always shoots, he has never landed, 
or is he likely to land, a heavy stake. 

My idea of a good shot is one who will 
pick out the old birds from a pack or 
covey, and lay them low, clean Idlled; 
bowl over his brace of rocketers on a 
windy day, or on the hill side, when he 
has the chance, floor his couple of stags 
right and left, well put in. 

AH this has been done over and over 
again ; and when a man can do it he may 
talk. 

But is it to be supposed for an instant 
that any one commencing at thirty is up 
to this form ? Shooting, like riding, must 
bò commenced at an early age ; that is, if 
you wish to figure in the first flight. 

Both good shots and good riders must 
have temper, patience, undeniable sight, 
no " gig lamps," long experience, and fine 
nerve. 



WON IN A CANTER. 



How few men who bave guns and dogs 
know how to use them; yet how many 
imagine themselves first-rate, and will not 
believe to the contrary. 

The same with hunting men ; how few, 
in comparison with the numbers that get 
across a horse, know how to ride well or 
with judgment ? 

They gallop wildly along, go at any- 
thing, or crash through it, as the case may 
be. I am, and always have been, astonished 
that there are not more accidents. 

Then there is another class, the " irre- 
pressible," who never will ''hold hard." 
"'Angit," a fellow exclaims, "Tve given 
my two guineas for my day's raount, and 
mean to 'av my money's worth." 

Unfortunate horse ! Bub they are not 
ali Smiths, Browns, or Robinsons. Jen- 
kins rejoices in two " 'unters of his own, 
real good 'uns to go," he expresses it, " and 
no mistake; gave a 'undred and heighty 
for 'em, old boy, you know, awfuUy jolly," 
poking his auditor familiarly in the ribs 
with his hunting crop, thereby doubling 
up the said old boy considerably. " I 
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flatter myself they are j»-tlier the 'ammer ; 
sound as a roach in wind and limb," 
though what wind and limb a roach has I 
don't pretend to know. 

Poor fellows! if they only knew how 
miserably they had been taken in; that 
their wretched screws were not worth as 
many shillings as they had given guineas 
for them ; that their swell grooms, whom 
they are totally dependent on, had drawn 
from the vendors, for inducing their 
ignorant masters to invest in the " mag- 
nificent 'oss," a tenner, and endless blood 
money in the shape of half-crowns, when- 
ever they met, or a liquor up at the nearest 
pubUc. But let me leave them in their 
ignorance and bounce;of their " splendid 
'unters." 

The same may be said of racing and 
betting men. How few really know what 
racing and betting is. Thousands are at 
the mercy of their " confidential advisers," 
who give them the " correct tip." They 
know as much of their sevens to threes, 
their fives to ones, their thousands to tens, 
as a child unborn ; yet they cannot, poor 
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victims, resisi that. " Stick it on, old 
fellow ; pile on the agony ; safe as the 
bank ; a certainty ; bound to see good 
hedging ; sure to pulì it off; ouly wish l'd 
some more spare cash, Fd lay every six- 
pence to my shirt buttons, and never 
hedge a farthing, win or place, for money." 
Wretched dupes, they will not open their 
eyes till ìt is too late, and they find they 
bave " pockets to let." 

The racing men — Well, I will not 
enter on that. We ali know that most of 
them are at the mercy of their trainers ; 
not one in ten has a clean bill of 
health. 

A man must be wide awake to hold his 
own on the turf now-a-days ; but there are 
men who do it, and make it pay well ; but 
then they look into matters themselves, 
understand it, and will not be imposed 
on. 

It is not of that class of sportsmen I 
write. Their egregious vanity is their 
min ; such men as these cannot be called 
" sportsmen." There is, it is true, a vast 
difference between a " sportsman" and a 



12 WON IN A CANTER. 

'' sporting man ;** but I should hardly be 
inclined eyen to cali them ** sporting men." 
I could give them a name, but politeness 
forbids the word. 



CHAPTER I. 

INTRODUOES A FAMOUS SPOETSMAN TO THE 

BEADEB. 

Bnsign Shiekington Duffer, of Her 
Majesty's 191st Regiment of Foot, was a 
remarkably fine fellow in his own estima- 
tion, the hope of his family. Great was 
the Joy of papa and mamma Duflfer when 
he came into existence. No such baby 
had ever been seen; no such baby had 
ever been born before, or likely to be. 
Yet he came into the world like other 
children, and was, shortly after his birth, 
"mewing and peuking" in his nurse's 
arms. 

He was a pasty-faced, unhealthy-looking 
babe, grew up a pasty-faced, unhealthy- 
looking boy, and was just the same when, 
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he arrived at manhood's estate, save that 
the pasty face was slightly covered with 
scorbutic eruptions, oommonly called"pim- 
ples/Vand bis cheeks, upper lip, and chin 
had a tow'y-coloured crop sprouting from 
them, which were industriously cultivated^ 
and manured with ends of tallow candles 
and fat surreptitiously purloined from the 
cook, who loudly exclaimed against her 
being done out of •* her own lawful perke- 
sites by carrots," a name which had been 
gìven him in consequence of his hair hav- 
ing assumed a deeper tinge, and was now 
in colour, as the greengrocer termed it, 
*^ a cross between an early short-homed 
carrot and a scarlet-topped raddish." 

Shirkington grew up about as disagree- 
able a young man as one would wìsh to 
see, or rather not see, dictatorìal, and with 
a superlative knowledge of everything, at 
least he thought so, though in reality he 
was as ignorant as a borse on most sub- 
jeets. 

Old Daflfer, his father, a grocer, doing a 
pretty good country business, thought 
Shirkington an uncommon fine fellow, 
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gave him a decent education, sent him up 
for his examination, which he passed 
creditably enough, and was gazetted to 
the 191 st Regiment. Then the measure 
of old Duffer's glory was full; he only 
wished Mamma Duffer had lived to see the 
day his boy donned the regimentals of his 
regiment. 

Shirkington used to drive his father's 
cart about the country as a lad, leaving 
parcels, and buoket the old screw along 
on a Sunday on his own hook, unknown 
to his worthy parent. 

He fished the miller's dam for roach and 
perch, and now and then procured a few 
sparrows from old Towler, the ratcatcher, 
put them under a flower-pot, which served 
the purpose of a trap, got Joe, the shop 
boy, to pulì the string, and shot them at 
eighteen yards distant with his father's 
old flint gun. 

" Such a sportsman as his boy," old 
Duflfer was wont tb observe to his friends 
and neighbours of an evening after busi- 
ness hours, at the *' Blue Dragon," where 
the old man nightly adjourned for four 
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pennyworth of "gin hot,'* "was never 
seen in these parts. He was an out-and- 
auter^ and no mistake, and would put 
these high-flown fellows in Her Majesty's 
191st Regiment of Foot up to a dodge or 
two before he had been with them six 
months." 

Shirkington Buffer was of the " Winkle" 
school of sportsmen^ and laughed at ac- 
cordingly, he soon disoovered many of 
his brother's-in-arms could do very much 
better than he could, though in his inordi- 
nate vanity he would never allow it. 

"Well, Duffer," said the hard-riding 
Major Easper one evening at mess; he 
was always foremost in taking a rìse out 
of " young nip-cheese," as he called him, 
" going to do anything in the hunting way 
this season ?'* 

" Not if I know it. Major. When I 
hunt, it is in a hunting country, not in 
such a cramped up hole as this. I like 
flying." 

** Sorry for it," returned the Major. 
" Flying ! Why the devil don't you ride 
pigeons then ? I should have liked, though, . 
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to bave shown you the way to cross a 
country." 

"Ha, ha, Major, that is rather good. 
You show me the way ? I like that. You 
ride fourteen stono, if you do an ounce, 
and I barely ten." 

" Give you four stono and a licking, any 
day of the week," returned the other. 

" Ah, but you kuow, Major, I bave no 
horses here yet." 

"Don't let that trouble you, my boy. 
I will give you the pick of my stable, and 
ride you four miles across any country you 
choose to name, for a pony, catch weights. 
Are you on ?" 

" Not a bit of it. Major. I do not ride 
other men's horses ; besides, none of yours 
are good for me." And he sauntered from 
the room. 

" Well, damn his impudence," ejaculated 
the Major, when he could speak from sur- 
prise. " None of my horses good enough 
for a beggarly upstart like that. Why, 
* Cock Robin' cost me two hundred ; * The 
Dandy' a hundred and eighty ; * Kiss-me- 
Quick' the same ; * Flying Fish' a hun- 

VOL. I. 
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dred; and ali the others good figures. 
This coraes of letting a lot of cada 
into the service. God knows what will 
become of it dow purchase is abolished. 
Infernally hard on us, upon my soùl ! 
I was obliged to leave the cavalry be-, 
cause of the set that got into it. One 
fellowof Ours said hisfather was a Turkey 
merchant. He had no end of tin, and we 
really thought he was the * correct card ;' 
but he was always finding fault with the 
poultry and game at mess — it was not 
properly trussed, or something of that sort. 
Well, at last it oozed out he was the son 
of a poulterer in Leadenhall Market. So 
much for the Turkey merchant. When it 
became known, you may suppose he had 
no peace. We nicknamed him * Jeramy 
Ducks/ after poor Parsons, the clerk of 
the course at Hampton, who died many 
years ago. It was too hot for the son 
of the Turkey merchant, so he left us. 
Another snob carne after. He was 
always fioding fault and turning about 
the plates and dishes. He was the only 
son of a China merchant. We ali naturally 
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concluded his dad had no end of ships and 
thousands of tons of tea ; instead of which 
it carne to light his father sold crockery 
and ali these sort of things at StafiTord. 
He did not remain long, and was only too 
glad to take the difference, and exohange 
into a West Indian regiment. No end of 
cads got in at last — ali competitive ex- 
amination ; but when my tailor's son 
joined * Ours,' I thought it high time to 
make myself scaroe, so exchanged, taking 
the diflTerence between cavalry and infantry. . 
I am no sooner here than an iofernal fig 
merchant's son joins — and from theMilitia 
too — who cooly tells me my horses are not 
good enough for him." 

" Never mind, Rasper," said the good- 
natured Lieut.-Colonel. " Boys will be boys. 
He will not bother us long. He is going 
away in a few days on three months' leave." 

" Thank God for that," ejaculated the 
Major ; " but he will return again. Where 
is he going, Colonel ?" 

" Oh, he is mad on shooting and fishing 
just now, and is oflf on a trip to Wales, to 
some old school-fellow of his." 

2 
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" I say, Shirkington," exclaimed one of 
that gentleman's companìons in arms, the 
moming after the above conversation, 
"what a muff you were not to snap at 
Basper's offer of four miles acroBS country ; 
he cannot ride a yard, you would have 
licked him into fits — a conceited beggar — 
I know a fellow who would lend you a 
nag that would givo him such a dressing. 
A moral certainty, that is if you could 
stick on at ali. I know he will lend you 
the nag, and put him into fettle, for he 
owes Rasper a grudge." 

" Do you really though, honour bright ?" 
returned the victim, " stick on, I rather 
think I can." 

"Yes, old fellow, my friend will lend 
you his horse. Come to my rooms at four 
this afternoon, and I will let you know 
if it can be managed." 

**A11 right," answered the other, and 
they separated. 

Precisely at four o' clock Shirkington 
Duflfer, or " Shirk," as he was familiariy 
called by some of them, might be seen 
going towards his friend's rooms, bent on 



WON IN A CANTER. 21 

bringing Major Rasper to book, and ride 
the match, if he found the borse good 
enough which had been promised him. 

" I knew," he soliloquised to himself, " I 
can ride ; I used to jump the old nag often 
unknown to my governor, and could go 
like beans ; a little practice will make me 
perfect. l'il take the change out of 
Rasper; it will get my name up too, and 
make me popular. I will not stand in a 
farthing though, if I can help it; they 
shall find the coin, and I will ride : fancy 
Ifeating the dismounted dragoon — what 
nuts it will be." 

He never speculated on the chance of 
being beaten himself. 

" Ah, there you are," said his friend, as 
Shirkington entered his room. " Ali right, 
old boy, I bave managed it ali." 

So he had, for the wily fellow had been 
the round of the barracks, and put them ali 
up to it. Each had subscribed a couple of 
sovereigns towards the stake, for they well 
knew Duffer would not stand to it unless 
he was on velvet. 

A certain Mr. Spavin, a livery-stable 
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keeper and horse-dealer, had also been 
seen, and arranged with. Twenty sove- 
reigns agreed as the prioe of the hoVse to 
be lent; he was to put hìm into as good 
conditìon as the time allowed ; owners to 
stand ali risks. 

" Yes, my boy,*' said Shirk*s fiìend, " ali 
is arranged ; you shall go for the pony. 
The nag belongs to Spavin; it is hìs 
favonrite hunter ; you do not know Spavin 
yet, but I will take you to see him 
presently, he will not let everyone ride his 
horse, I can teli you." • 

" Here, Mason," to the servant, " get a 
Hansom at once! you shall see/' con- 
tinued the volatile young gentleman, 
" about one of the best bits of horse^flesh 
you have clapped your eyes on for some 
time, a regular flyer from head to heel; 
but a fello w with your eye for a horse will 
see at a glance his good points." 

Shirkington was immensely flattered at 
his friend's encomiums; his vanity rose 
to concert pitch. 

" Wall," he said, " I do not mind riding 
this match to please you, and take the 
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shine out of Rasper, such a conceited 
fellow he is; I do not wisli to win his 
money though, I would rather someone 
took the bet. I will do the riding part. 
I ought, you know, to stand in as well ; 
suppose you take it and put me on a 
tenner to nothing, it is only fair.'* 

" Well," replied his friend, pretending 
to consider, ** I will see our fellows about 
it. I am quite certain they will ali back 
you. I teli you what, though, I will take 
this bet myself on the chance of the others 
standing in; but don't you mention a 
word about it, let it appear as if it was 
your own bet. You attack Rasper at 
mess this evening when the time comes 
on. Say you are good to accept his 
challenge of yesterday if he is stili in the 
same mind ; here is the cab, pop in my 
boy ; take a weed first, though," and away 
they rattled away to the horse-dealer and 
livery-stable keeper. 



CHAPTBR II. 

ME. SPAVIN AND OOLONEL DOWNEY. 

Me. Spavin was one of those gentlemen 
who lived mostly by their wits, and on the 
credulity of others; he sometimes made 
an uncommon good thing of the military 
quartered there. He charged two guineas 
a day for- a mount to the hounds, and 
gave unlimited tick to the subs, did a 
bit of stiff and renew it. Being on the 
look-out for Shirk and his friend, he was 
in full fig, sitting with his chum, Colonel 
Downey, in his little back-parlour ; a largo 
piate of filberts was before thera, and a 
bottle of middling port, a few dozens of 
which he now and then got in consider- 
ation of giving a mount, or a oarriage to a 
young wine morchant lately set up, who 
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found paying in liquor cheaper than 
parting with coin ; and it suited Spavin as 
well, so they tacitly did each other, one 
well knowing the wine was not worth half 
that was charged for it, and the other 
equally wide-awake as to the little account 
sent him by the conscientious Spavin. 
Colonel Downey was tout extraordinary 
to the Spavin establishment, for which he 
had always his cob to ride of an afternoon, 
in fact, it was his own cob but kept at the 
dealer's expense. People thought the 
Colonel mucli better off than he really 
was ; he managed to pay his way, was a 
capital hand at a story, and always made 
an honorary member of the mess ; the 
young subs liked to have some one to 
amuse them in their dull country quarters. 
The Colonel liked it too; it put him in 
raind of old times and when he was in 
harness himself. 

He was not only tout to Mr. Spavin, 
but to most of the good shops in the little 
town. 

The tobacconist found him in weeds, 
the butcher many a saddle of mutton, and 
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hìs meat at twopence the pound lesa than 
other people. Ali begged the Colonel to 
remember them when the new regiment 
carne in. The tailor was an especial friend 
of his, so the old militaire was always well 
dressed, and capitallj got up; his boots 
and hats cost him little or nothing, as 
well as his groceries and coals. 

** I do what I can for them," said the 
Oolonel, " and bj gad, Sir, they must give 
me a little turn too; a man's ti me and 
acquaintance that is worth having must be 
paid for. I am not such a fiat as to work 
for nothing.'' 

The Colonel and Mr. Spavin were at 
their nuts when Shirkington and his friend 
were introduced. 

"Glad to see you, Oaptain," said Mr. 
Spavin to Shirkington's friend (he always 
called them Captains, if they were only 
Ensigns, and Oolonels if they were 
Captains) ** and your friend too in the 
service, one of yours, I suppose, Captain." 

"Yes, Spavin, yes. Mr. Shirkington 
Buffer, of ' ours.' Ah I Colonel, I did 
not see you; allow me to introduce my 
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friend, only lately joined; hope you will 
know him better ; how is it wo bave not 
seen you at mess tbis last raontb ? Ab, I 
remember, you bave been away." 

" Sit down, gentlemen, sit down," said 
Spavin, drawing up a couple of cbairs, 
"make yourselves at borae; Tm rigbt 
proud to see you," and, filling tbeir glasses, 
waited for wbat be knew was coming. 

" Well, Spavin," said Sbirkington's 
friend, " Duffer is going to take tbe 
sbine out of Rasper of Oars, you know 
bim ; tbe Major cballenged bim yesterday 
to ride a matcb across country for a pony, 
wbicb be will accept, provided you will 
lend bim your bay borse * Jim Crow.' 
Now, Rasper, as you know, cannot ride, 
and my friend can, so it is Lombard Street 
to a Cbina orango." 

**You see, Captain," interposed Mr. 
Spavin, " * Jim Crow * is my own borse, a 
very valuable animai, I refused four 
bundred for bim only last week from Lord 
Wide-awake; I did as I am a living 
sinner ; tbe stake ain't mucb to win eitber, 
— bowever, to oblige you — " 
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« By gad, Sir," put in the Colonel, " but 
you are the most liberal fellow I ever saw, 
Spavin, if the borse were mine I would 
not lend him for a thousand guineas, by 
gad I would not I" and the Colonel 
swallowed a bumper of port at a gulp. 
" Yes," said he, refilUng bis glass, "you 
are a most liberal person, and deserve to 
be supported ; he ought, indeed, my young 
friend," turning to Shirkington. " Heis a 
capital fellow, is Spavin; bere is to bis 
prosperity and good health," and the 
Colonel gulped down anotber glass. 

" Your health, Mr. Spavin," said Duffer, 
filling himself a glass of port. ** I am much 
obliged to you. I do not often drink 
port, too heavy, the last time I took any 
was on board my friend Lord Foozle's 
splendid yacht; we were crossing the 
Atlantic, and port was the only wine we 
had left ; ali the other had been run out, 
for we had been detained by stress of 
weather. Well, we had a bottle of fifteen 
up on deck. Ali at once my attention 
was called to something on the water, 
about half a mile to windward. I pointed 
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it out to the man at the wheel, and the 
yacht bore up for it. What do you suppose 
it was?" 

" Cannot possibly say," said the Colonel. 

" Why," continued Shirkington, " it 
was a man on a hen-coop." 

"The devil it was," said the Colonel, 
" poor fellow !" 

" Not a bit of it," replied Shirkington, 
"as impudent a rascal as you e ver saw; 
we hailed him, and told him we would 
have him on board in a brace of shakes. 
* Not in these boots,' he said, in a strong 
American accent. *I guess, stranger, 
you don't know this old coon. l've been 
on this ere fixfure about three weeks. 
IVe got a bottle of brandy, and a plug of 
old Verginni left, and I calkerlate l'U make 
land in about another ten days or so ; this 
old oss ain't a-going to trust hisself along 
with cussed Britishers in that tarnation 
cockle-shell of yours; don't you believe 
it, my cockey. Fm the only one left of 
a ten thousand tonned vessel. These 
diggings I like, and these diggings I mean 
to stick by, so ware away, stranger, and 
leave this old oss to hisself/ 
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" Finding he would not listen to reason, 
we left hiin to bis fate, and what became 
of the man on the hen-coop we never 
knew. But what are you laughing at, 
Colonel, you don't suppose for an instant, 
that Tm— " 

" Not in the least, Mr. Duffer/' said the 
Colonel ; " a thousand pardons, I was 
merely laughing at the remembrance 
of it. I," continued the Colonel, with im- 
perturbable gravity, " J, 8ir, was the man 
on the hen-coopj^ 

" Oh ! ah, yes. Come you know, 
Colonel," replied Shirkington, looking re- 
markably foolish, " that will not do ; 
capital joke, though, upon my honour, 
capital." 

" Never mind, gentlemen," said Spavin, 
" fili your glasses, and let us talk about 
business." 

It was soon arranged over their wine 
and nuts that the borse was to be pre- 
pared, and the race to come oflf as soon as 
possible. 

" He is as fit as a fiddle, now, Sir," said 
Spavin, " and wants but little preparation. 
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1 will bring him up to the barracks to- 
morrow morning for you to see; when 
you throw your leg over him you will find 
my words come true as gospel, he is the 
best horse in the United Kingdom, bar 
none, is he not, Colonel ?" 

" Upon my soul and honour, Sir, I give 
you my word as an officer and gentleman," 
returned the Colonel to the victim, "I 
consider him the best horse that ever was 
foaled. I never saw a better; the way 
that horse goes is a caution, light in 
mouth, a child might ride him. He is as 
easy as an arm-chair. I say, Spavin, let 
US have another bottle, and I will teli you 
how a young friend of mine once did the 
trick; it is rather apropos. Have you 
time, gentleraen. It is a little long; it 
would keep for another day, but you have 
four hours before mess. I know you do 
not dine till eight." 

Shirkington having expressed a great 
desire to hear this said story, they drew 
their chairs up, lighted their cigars, and 
the Colonel commenced. 



CHAPTER III. 



WHO IS TO EIDE HIM. 



In a remote and lonely part of Dorsetshire 
stood, in a beautifuUy-wooded park, a fine 
old mansion, Bradon Hall, belonging to 
George Bradon, Esq., who at the time I 
speak of was about eight-and-twenty. 

He was one of the old school, as his 
father had been before him. Early in life 
he had been placed in a crack regiment of 
dragoons, so he was not without a pretty 
good knowledge of the world for his age. 
AUowed a liberal sum by his father, he had 
never exceeded it ; on the contrary, there 
was generally a fair balance at the end of 
the year in the hands of his agent. 

He was a remarkably handsome young 
fellow. Bred up in the country, and left 
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to do pretty nearly as he liked, it was not 
wonderful he turned out an adept at ali 
sorts of sports. 

A good cricketer, a stili better fisher- 
man, a magnificent shot, and not only the 
straightest but the best rider in the county , 
indeed riding was his forte. Not so with 
our late friend Artemus Ward at " playing 
oss." With ali these sporting accomplish- 
ments he was much looked up to in his 
regiment, and it was said that the man 
who oould live with George Bradon in any 
country for twenty minutes was A 1 in the 
pigskin. 

Two years previous to the time I am 
speaking of, he found himself master of 
Bradon Hall ; his mother had gone many 
years before. 

The first thing he did was to sell out 
and come home, where he had over since 
resided. Ali the men in his regiment had 
the blues when he left. *' It was an 
infernal bore," Captain Swagger remarked, 
" to lose such a vewey fine fellaw as 
Bwadon ; he should like to know who the 
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devil could bwoo such a Owawat Oup as 
Bwadon ?" 

At- any rate George left, taking with 
him a * magni6cent gold snuff-box, a pre- 
sent from his fellow-oflGicers, "which 
would be/' as the lieutenant-colonel said, 
" a doocid nice thing to push about the 
dinoer-table when he and his old friends 
of the regiment carne down to hunt and 
shoot with him." 

Some of them had been true to their 
word, and paid him a visit now and theti 
in thie^ sporting season. George was de- 
lighted to see them ; it put him in mind of 
old times, and he was always glad to know 
how matters were going on in his old 
corps. 

His father had been a great breeder of 
horses, and as George was just as enthusi- 
asticallj fond of them, the old blood had 
been kept up ; and with the exception of 
a fine specimen of an old English gentle- 
man, who used to be daily seen walking 
about in a blue coat with gilt buttons, 
buckskins and tops, looking over his brood 
mares and colts, everything was the same 
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as before. AH the servants had been re- 
tained; they loved '* Master George" too 
well to quit, nor had they been asked to. 

Bradon, when with his regiment, had 
been the crack rider in it, and many a good 
stake had he won for that gallant corps. 
His services had always been most anxiously 
sought after, and mounts given him in 
most of the great steeple-chases of the 
day. 

He was so cool and collected, no bustle 
or flurrying with him. A fine eye, a fine 
hand, a famous judge of pace, and strong 
at the finish, with a knowledge, that must 
almost have been born in him, when to 
ease his borse, force the running, or take 
advantage of any mistake. " On the 
whole," Lord Plunger, who was no mean 
judge, used to say — '* on the whole I con- 
sider George Bradon the finest cross- 
Oountrjr man in Europe." 

Bradon, though uncommonly lucky in 
his mounts, bore his honours meekly, and 
when he sold out and came down to the 
old place to live, gave up steeple-chasing 
altogether. " He had so much to do, so 
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much to attend to ; after a bit he would 
bave auotber squeeze at tbe lemon, but 
reallj he must attend to bis aflairs first." 

Repeated refusals damped tbe ardour of 
bis friends, so at last tbey gave up asking 
bim altogetber, and be was left in quiet to 
pursue bis own way. 

Time went on, and sucb a person as 
George Bradon bad almost been forgotten 
by tbe sporting pubbc. One morning, 
some eigbteen montbs after be bad come 
bome, going into tbe barness-room, be 
carelessly seated bimself in tbe weigbing- 
cbair, and exclaimed to tbe old stud- 
groam, an beir-loom bis fatber bad left 
bim : " Tbe same weigbt, Tim, I suppose 
— eleven tbree ?" 

Tbe person tbus appealed to, standing 
on tiptoe, looked up at tbe dial as well as 
be was able; for, in addition to being 
sbort and stout, be bad a very tigbt pair 
of trousers, wbicb seemed to bave been 
made on bim, and was moreover incom- 
moded by a stiff wbite neckclotb, wbicb 
tbreatened to strangle bim, after baving 
studied tbe dial for a few seconds, started 
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back, and blurted cut in a voice of horror 
and amazement : " Can I believe my haged 
hies, Master George ? You're twelve five, 
as Vm a miserable sinner I" 

" What !" exclaimed George, jumping 
out of the chair considerably quicker than 
he had got into it, and throwing away the 
cigar which he had been indolently puffing 
— " what ! twelve five ? It cannot be ; 
weigh me again, Tim." 

The old man did so with the same result. 
" Oh, hang it I" said George. " the scale is 
wrong; it cannot be. I am not a bit 
heavier than I was ; the same clothes fit 
me I wore two years ago. It's ali bosh." 

" I don't know. Master George, if it's 
ali bosh or no," replied his old servant, 
" but the scale is right. Now lookee, Sir, 
Fve been fourteen stun nine for the last 
eleven years — not a hounce more or less. 
See my weight, Sir." 

George cast his eyes up at the dial as 
Tom wriggled himself into the chair. 

" Yes," he said, ** you are right — four- 
teen nine to a fraction, Tim. How the 
deuce I came to be this weight I ha ve no 
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idea ; but I cannot shut my eyes to the 
fact that instead of eleven three, my old 
walking weigM, I am twelve five — sixteen 
pounds in less than two years," he mut- 
tered, as he sauntered away. " By George, 
FU knock off that sixteen pounds pretty 
quickly, though. I detest fat people. An 
idle life will not suit me. l'U do Banting 
or something/' 

Tim looked after his young master as he 
walked away. "Well/* he exclaimed at 
length, " Master George " — ^he was always 
Master George with the old servants — 
" twelve five ; Fd never have thought it. 
There's something in his hi, though, that 
tells me he won't be that weight long. 
Although he is so cool he'U hunt every 
day the coming season. Vìi bet my life ; 
walk like blazes, and take physic enough 
to float a jolly-boat. l'il lay a sov," he 
remarked, as he slowly drew one out of 
a bag which he extracted from the depths 
of his capacious breeches-pocket, *' that he 
is in his old form this day six months ; 
dashed if I don't bet a fiver, or any part 
of it." But as no one was there to take 
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him, he put back the coin, gave the neck 
of the bag a twist, and after a struggle 
maDaged to convey it to his breeches- 
pocket again. 

" What will my old woman say," he con- 
tinued, *^ when I tells her o' this ? she as 
nussed him as a foal, and said he'd never 
get fat like me. It's heart-breaking to 
think on. And there's Guardsman, the 
finest and fastest hunter in England, just 
coming six ; how will he be able to carry 
him if he goes sticking mountains of flesh 
on like that ? — he can't do it. He'll have 
to ride in a seven-pound saddle; but I 
don't let him do that, not if I knows it — 
he'd break his precious neck, and then I 
should like to be told where Tim Mason 
would be, the old woman, and ali the kids. 
No seven-pound saddle for me. I ain't a 
going to have my boy a smashing of his- 
self, and ali because he will put flesh on. 
He's the only one left of the old stock ; it's 
time he married, and I hope he will. l'm 
almost afraid to teli the old woman. 
Twelve stun five !" he ejaculated, as he 
wended his way thoughtfuUy across the 
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yard ; " it seems alraost impossible.'* 

" Tim," said his master the next morn- 
ing, " thia idle life T^on't do for ine. rm 
going over to France for tbree or four 
months. Would you like a trip ?" 

"Me, Sir?" said the old man. " Why 
in course I sliould like to see them moun- 
seer fellows eat frogs, and tasto their 
brandy, too." 

" Well, Tim, so you shall," replied 
George; "and look here, we will take 
Guardsman and the grey with us. I will 
run them both at some of the meetings. 
Young Harry shall go with us ; he is a 
good rider, a light weight, and can keep 
his mouth shut." 

" Yes, Sir," said Tim. "He and I can 
do the horses as they ought to be done, 
and a little work now will do them good." 

" Well," continued his master, " l'm oflf 
to London this afternoon to make some 
arrangements. Travel the horses down to 
Southampton, and meet me at the * Dol- 
phin,' in High Street, you know. Be 
there on Monday morning ; take saddles, 
clothing, and ali you want. However, I 
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need not teli you ali this, or of the neces- 
sity of keeping our movements a profound 
secret." 

" No occasion — no occasion, Sir ; l'il be 
there. Huzza !" he exclaimed, as soon as 
his master was out of hearing. " My words 
are coming true — racing again, by allthat's 
jolly I This is a proud day for me. My 
boy will get into form again, I know he 
will. I should like to give him a leg up 
once more, and see him set a field." So 
saying he waddled off to inform his old 
woman, as he irreverently called her, of 
the change about to take place. 

Some few days after this Bradon, his 
servants and horses, were located in a quiet 
little village in Lower Brittany. 

** Well, Tim," said his master one morn- 
ing, as the old stud-groom came in to say 
the horses were well, and ask what exer- 
cise they were to take. " What exercise ?" 
said George ; " why, FU teli you. They 
are to go into regular training ; they are 
in pretty good fettle now, but they must 
be better. We can do it in quiet here, 
without those confounded touts and fellows 
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watching us, as they would bave done at 
home. I should bave had a scoundrel 
perched up in nearly every tvee in the park 
if tbey knew tbe game I was flying at. I 
bave found out good ground bere, and 
bave perraission to use it. Now, Tim, I 
am going to astonisb your weak nerves. I 
need not caution you of tbe necessity of 
being silent. Ali tbe races, I find, are over 
in France, for tbe year ; but, Tim, wbat 
do you tbink ? I bave entered botb tbe 
borses for tbe Grand Silverpool Steeple- 
cbase. I did it wben I was in town tbe 
otber day." 

" Wbat 1" said tbe astonisbed old man, 
" tbe Grand Silverpool ? — my borses going 
to run for tbe Grand Silverpool? Ob, 
Master George, tbis is a joyful day. 
Guardsman will win it ; be bas never ran, 
and if tbere is any justice be must be put 
in ligbt. But who is to ride him T' 

" Wbo ?" returned bis master. " For 
your life, Tim, not a word." And puUing 
him closer by the arm, whispered : " My- 

SELP I" 

" You, Sir ? — but your weigbt, Sir ? 
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Twelve stun five and your saddle. Oh, 
no, Master George, that won't do." 

" Now, Tim, you are a clever fellow, but 
otbers are as knowing as you. Look bere. 
You see tbis weigbing-cbair ; well, I bougbt 
tbat in London. Now weigb me.'* 

Tbe old man did as be was bid. " Wby, 
Sir," be exclaimed, after looking at it, 
*' only twelve stun one ; f our pounds ligbter 
in less tban a week, and witbout exer- 



oise." 



ce 



Or pbysic," oontinued Bradon. " Bant- 

ing, Tim, Banting. No bread, no butter, 

no sugar, no beer, no saccbarine matter of 

any sort ; plenty of meat, biscuits, toast, 

claret and seitzer-water. That is my diet, 

and I ne ver felt so well. If wanted I shall 

be able to ride eleven stono with the 

greatest ease." 

« « « « 

In a luxuriously-furnished dining-room, 
some three montbs after the events which 
we bave described, five or six gentlemen 
were discussing their wine. 

" I cannot make it out," said a beavy- 
built man of five-and-forty or so ; "I bave 
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tried everything I know, and am not a bit 
the wiser than when I began. This Bradon 
is a most extraordinary fellow. I took thè 
trouble of going down to Dorsetshire my- 
self, and ali I could arrive at was that 
Bradon was travelling. The servants 
knew nothing, or would know nothing. 
They were aware the stud-groom had gone 
and taken two horses and a lad with him ; 
that was ali I could get out of them. 
Well, I went to the groom's house and 
saw his wife. She looked at me, and re- 
ceived me ^.s if I had been a thief. It was 
a regular muli. That Bradon has got two 
horses with him I am certain ; but what 
they are, and where they are, hang me if I 
can find out. I have tried every tout and 
stable in the kingdom, but to no pur pose, 
so I have given it up as a bad job." 

" Ah !" replied a fashionably-dressed and 
bewiskered young man, " with ali your 
cleverness and knowing dodges, you are 
bowled out, old boy. I know a little more 
than you. In my opinion George Bradon 
is training his horses quietly somewhere 
for the Silverpool. Both are well in, and 
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the handicap has been accepted by hìm. 
He is a knowing hand, is Bradon. Now, 
I got hold of a letter written to a friend 
of his just before he left England. No 
matter how or where I got it, this is what 
he says.*' And opening his pocket and 
taking out a letter he read the follo wing. 

" Bradon Hall, Nov. Ist. 

" Deab Jack, 
" In answer to yours of this morning I 
am sorry I cannot accept your kind invite. 
l'm off on a bit of travelling, for I am not 
at ali in form. Fancy my disgust on 
weighing myself yesterday morning to fìnd 
I was considerably over twelve stono — so 
you see an idle life will not do for me. I 
shall go to Franco first; I may probàbly 
remain there for some timo. I have 
entered two nags for the Silverpool. I 
must engagé some one to ride one; it 
matters little who will get the second 
mount, as he will merely be wanted to make 
running for the one I declare to win 
with. 

" Yours over, 

" George Bradon." 
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"There," he exclaimed, *'you see I 
know more than ali of you. As for 
Bradon's riding, that is an utter impossi- 
bility, for both horses are in at ten twelve, 
and it is equally impossible to get any good 
band to ride them now, as ali are en- 
gaged." 

** By George, Fred !" exclaimed the first 
that had spoken, " you bave done wonders, 
but stili I can make nothing of it. No end 
of odds bave been oflFered against his nags 
for win or a place, and ali bave been 
eagerly taken up by the fellows of his old 
regiment. Why, Plunger alone stands to 
win over ten thousand. However, the 
horses are really coming into the betting, 
which they must not do. I must go down 
to the rooms to-morrow and give them 
such a tickler that will knock them out at 
once. It will not suit my hook their 
taking prorainent places in the market. 
By heaven ! if either of them was to pulì 
through I should be a ruined man, and 
others are in for doublé as much as I 
am." 

" My dear fellow," put in a quiet, sly- 



WON IN A CANTER. 47 

looking little man, who had not yet 
spoken, "you should not do such rash 
things. Flukes do happen — not that it is 
likely in tbis case. I always wait till the 
last moment, and then come with a rush 
when I know things are pretty safe/' 

" Come with a rush,'' replied a tali, deli- 
cate-looking stripling ; " a pretty rush you 
made of it last year. You prevented my 
getting on, and not only put me in the hole, 
but every one else who attended to you." 

" I could not help it, my dear boy," re- 
turned the other, with a crafty smile. 
" There is no occasion for you to min 
yourself too quickly, which you will do if 
you go on in such a reckless manner." 

*' Reckless manner !" passionately ex- 
claimed the young fellow ; ** why, you bave 
had more of my money than any one else. 
Where others bave had pounds you bave 
had thousands, and now you talk to me of 
* recklessness.' That is rather * hard 
lines.' " 

" I meant no barm," replied the other. 
" I only think it is dangerous to lay against 
Bradon's borses at present." 
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" No doubt you do," said the youth, a 
little pacified ; " but I do not mean to take 
your advioe in this case ; and to-morrow, 
if I do not knock them out of the betting 
it shall not be my fault." 

So it was settled between them ali over 
their wine and cigars that B radon' s horses 
should be set at on the morrò w and sent 
out of the market. 

They were attacked, and such extrava- 
gant sums laid against them thatastonished 
every one, many of which odds were booked 
by Lord Plunger and a few others. 

How this came about we will now ex- 
plain. Lord Plunger, as before stated, 
thought George Bradon " the finest cross- 
country man in Europe," and from a letter 
which Bradon sent in confidence to his 
lordship, he started for France. Here 
Bradon put him up to what was going on, 
and asked him to take some of the heavy 
odds offered against Guardsman for a 
place or win. 

" I won't have anything to do with it 
myself," remarked George. "You are a 
betting-man, Plunger, which I am not; 
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but I will bave one more shy, hit or miss. 
This will be my last appearanoe in public 
in the pigskin. I don't admire the way in 
which matters are carried on.in the racingf 
world now ; and I am not going to risk my 
fortune and reputation in having any more • 
to do with it. Of course there are honest 
people connected with it, but they — like 
angels' visits — are few and far between; 
and besides, I know nothing of betting, 
but this I feel sure of, that such a borse as 
mine has not been out for years." 

" That," said his lordship, " I am quite 
certain of, or you would not run hira, and 
you are too good a judge to be deceived. 
You may depend on my doing ali you wish. 
I shall be as silent as death on the subjeot, 
and not a word shall escape me. Let me 
see " — Consulting his note-book — " I am 
to go as far as five hundred for you ; that 
ought to win you a handsome sum. I 
shall go as far for myself You are to 
come to me four days before the Silverpool, 
and I am to take you there in the drag. 
That is the order of march, is it not ?'* 

"Exaotly," said George, "Now let's 
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liave a cigar — you bave plenty of time 
before you start. If you bave any luck 
you will be sittiog chez vous to-morrow 
evening." 

It turned out as bis friend predicted. 
Tbe foUowing ovening Lord Plunger was 
comfortably loUing in bis arm-cbair, tbink- 
ing wbat a clever fellow Bradon was, and 
bow secretly bis own journey to Franco 
bad been managed. Tbis, tben, was tbe 
reason Lord Plunger bad taken some of 
tbe extravagant long odds tbat bad been 
laid against Bradon's borse for a place or 
win. 

Tbe morning of tbe Grand Silverpool 
broke brigbt and beautiful, tbough tbere 
bad been a good deal of rain during tbe 
nigbt, it bad cleared off, and tbe day pro- 
mised to be ali tbat could be desired. 

Bradon and Lord Plunger sat at break- 
fast in a quiet little country botel some ten 
miles from tbe oourse. 

" Well, George," said bis lordship, " so 
far, I tbink we bave mana«:ed tbin^cs 
admirably, not a soul knows of your being 
in England. Tbey fondly imagine you are 
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roaming about the Continent, and, to 
crown ali, a rumour has got about that 
your horses will not start, and will be 
scratched at the last minute. It was a 
capital idea our coming down bere last 
night." 

*'Yes," replied Bradon, "it was a 
famous dodge; so they think the horses 
will be scratched, do they ? Well, it 
strikes me they will be slightly deoeived 
about three o'clock to-day. Nothing can 
be in more beautiful fettle than the nags 
are, and if man ever had a certainty I bave 
one in Guardsman ; although I bave had 
no trial with him against anything else, he 
is, I know, a flyer, and a sticker. It will 
be heavy to-day, and no borse I ever rode 
goes better through dirt than he does. 
Bar accidents, I look on the Silverpool as 
landed." 

" Bravo, bravo, George !" said bis friend; 
" your heart is in the right place, and if 
we should pulì it off, it will be one of the 
grandest coups that has been made on the 
Turf for many a day. We will go in half 
an hour, if you like, to look at your nags. 

E 2 
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They are only three miles from this, at a 
quiet farmbouse ; then we will return bere, 
dress, and start at twelve in the drag." 

The horses were inspected, and nothing 
could look more beautiful. Tim was in 
bis glory. 

" Yes, my Lord," said he, in answer to a 
question put to him by that gentleman. 
** I am glad to be back in the old land, not 
but what the Moossoos was very jolly and 
haffable. Stili, Franco ain't up to my 
notions of a sporting country ; but we was 
in quiet there — no touts, no interlopers, or 
anything. Now, if l'd a brought the horses 
down bere by rail, every one would bave 
knowed it; so they carne in a van. It's a 
little more expensive, but by far the best 
and safest way. Not a soul knows they 
are bere, and no one will be aware of it 
till I takes them to the saddling-post. l'm 
just going to start with them now. l've 
got a couple of boxes dose by the course, 
so you must excuse me, my Lord." And, 
touching bis hat, the old man disap- 
peared. 
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" Whose yellow drag and greys is tbat 
coming up the course?" said one of the 
ocoupants of the lawn in front of the 
Grand Stand. " I do not know it." A 
dozen glasses were at once levelled at the 
object. 

"Whose drag?" said the sly-looking 
little man we have alluded to before. 
"Why, Lord Plunger's. George Bradon 
is sitting on the box seat with him, and 
the rest are officers of bis old regiment — 
I know their faces." 

" By Jingo !" burst out a score of voices ; 
" then he is in England, and come to see 
bis horses run, or scratch them. Now we 
shall know something." 

" I wonder if he will be flattered when 
he hears the price his nags are at now?" 
said another. 

'^ He will not care a rap," said the sly- 
looking little man. " Look out, my boys, 
there's something up, you may depend. 
Bradon, if his horses do go, has something 
pretty good, you may rely. I warned you 
ali before. Now, I have not laid a penny 
against his nags, I have let them' alone — 
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a. 

— till the last 'minute. But bere they 
come/' 

*• Hallo, Bradon !** burst out fifty voices. 
^* What, in England ! Come to see the 
nags beaten ?" 

"Well, I do not know/' said George, 
shaking hands with some of them. *^ I 
hope they will be there, or thereabouts; 
pretty heavy the ground to-day. My 
horses can stand it, which a good many of 
the others cannot." 

" Are your horses here ?'* said the sly- 
looking little man. 

** Not yet,** returned Bradon, ** but they 
will be, by-and-by. Old Mason has got 
them stowed away somewhere ; but upon 
my soul I don't know where they are my- 
self at present." 

" Which shall you declare to win with ?*' 
asked the sly-looking little man, continu- 
ing his interrogations. 

" Oh, with Guardsman," said George. 

" And your jocks ?" put in another. 
" AH the talent is engaged. A pity you 
are so heavy — why, you' ve grown immense. 
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You will want a dray-horse to carry you 
soon." 

'^Think I bave?" said George. "It's 
my coats, man. Every fellow looks large 
with a couple of top-coats on, and a huge 
wrapper round bis throat. I know ali the 
talent is engaged. One of my lads will 
ride the grey." 

"I say, Bradon," put in another, "I 
heard you weighed twelve stono five; is 
that a fact?" 

*' Yes," said George ; " I put on sixteen 
pounds in less than two years — an idle life 
at home did for me." 

" But, Bradon," persisted the sly-look- 
ing little man, ** you say one of your lads 
is going to ride the grey. But Guards- 
man — who is to ride him V 

'* Oh," said George, " who is to ride 
him ? — why, I will teli you in one word, 
it's a fellow you ali know pretty well — 
Myself." 

Had a thunderbolt fallen amongst thera 
they could not bave been more astonished. 

" What 1" they one and ali exclaimed, 
" you ? why you told us not an instant 
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ago that you weighed twelve stone five.'* 

" No, my friends, I did not. I said, in 
answer to a question, that I had weigneu 
twelve stone five. I told you I had put 
sixteen pounds on, but I did not teli you I 
had not taken it off. I walk ten stone ten 
now — Banting, my boys, Banting. And, 
listen to me, I shall win if I can, and I 
have a good chance ; but, win or lose, this 
is my last appearance in public. l've 
grown immense, have I not, old fellow ?" 
addressing himself to the one who had 
made the remark. ** I shall want a dray- 
horse soon, shall I not ?" 

"By G— ," said the sly-looking little 
man, " I thought there was something up. 
The very best hand in England going to 
ride his own borse. l'U be off to back 
hira." 

The tali pale youth, before alluded to, 
turned deadly pale, but not a word did he 
utter as he walked away. 

In less than five minutes it became 
known in the ring and stands that George 
Bradon was to ride his own borse. The 
utmost consternation ensued, and many 
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tried to hedge off at long shots — but little 
or nothing could be done. 

In the meantime our friend was quietly 
getting himself ready in the dressing- 
room. 

The time at last carne, the horses were 
saddled, and cantered. 

"Here comes Guardsman," cried the 
crowd, as the gallant borse carne sweeping 
up the course in magnificent style, with 
the grey beside him. 

" By heaven I" muttered a well-known 
betting-man, and one of the best judges in 
Europe, ** a truly splendid borse — far 
better in appearance and style to anything 
bere. Bar accidents, he will win in a 
canter, and if he does, Tm ruined." 

The betting and other men were posi- 
tively paralyzed as Bradon and bis borse 
carne sweeping by, and it was allowed on 
ali hands that no such animai as Guards- 
man had been seen for years. 

" There, my boys," said Lord Pianger, 
dashing into the ring, " there's a man and 
borse for you. If be does not do the trick 
to-day I sball be very much astonished; 
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■■À m I — 

and if he does, we sball both land a band- 
some sum, wbìch you will drop." 

The anxious moment ìs at last come, the 
horses are in line — tbe old stud-groom, 
Tim Mason, stands dose by, witb wipers 
spenge, and botile in band. Tbere is a 
curious nervous twitching at the cornerà 
of bis moutb, tbe lips are dry and parched, 
and two small red spots adorn each cbeek. 

Not so witb our fiiend. He sita bis 
noble animai witb confidence, ease, and 
grace, and as oool as a cucumber. Spying 
out bis faitbful old servant, be said, " Wbat 
do you tbink of bim, Tim ?" 

" Wby, Sir," be called out, " be's the 
best borse as was ever foaled ; and if he 
don't beat that lot" — pointing witb ex- 
treme contempt towards tbe line of horses 
—"Tim Mason knows nothing about it, 
'* and is jolly well d d," 

The word is at last given, and at the 
first attempt tbe lot are off. 

"Tbey*re off!" sbouted tbe boarse voice 
of thousands, and streaming along were 
some tbirty galiant animals striving for 
the pride of place — thousands, nay hundreds 
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and hundreds of thousands, depending on 
tte lucky animai that first caught the 
judge's eye. 

The conspicuous colours of George 
Bradon — scarlet and white hoops — were 
in the extreme rear, but suddenly as they 
got into the grass land his grey took first 
place and made the pace a cracker. 

" The grey in to pump the field," mut- 
tered the sly-looking little man to his 
neighbour. 

" The fastest thing I have ever seen," 
said another. " By jingo, one, two, three 
down, and look, Bradon is taking quite a 
line of his own. By George, how well his 
borse jumps; it's a dead certainty." 

" So I think," returned the other. 

There is an awful tailing ofi^ now, the 
pace has told its tale; only eighteen or 
twenty are really in it. The dangerous 
brook and the doublé bank are passed, and 
the gallant grey who has set the field has 
shot his bolt. 

" Well done, Harry," cried George, as 
he passed him. *' Well done, pulì him." 

The great water jump in front of the 
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Grand Stand ìs approached agaìn. ^^ Here 
they come !" roared the multitude. " Who's 
first? Scàrlet and wbite hoops/* crìed 
the excited thonsands — '^ scarlet and white 
over the water first for money !" 

George knowing the danger of .a lot of 
horses, which he thought would be down 
at this, resolved to lead over it. Dropping 
his hands a bit the gallant animai rushed 
to the front, a length or so, and there he 
was kept. 

The water is approached, the excite- 
ment of the multitude is something fear- 
ful as they sway to and fro to catch a 
gUmpse. 

" Magnificenti" burst from thousands of 
throats, as Gaardsman hopped over the 
formidable eighteen feet like a bird. 

George tumed slightly in his saddle to 
take stock» *' AH safe but three," he 
uttered ; " well, that is more than I 
thought would get over. Now, old man, 
I must take a pulì at you. You bave only 
done part of the journey. I can't afibrd 
to pump you yet." 

" Guardsraan has cut it," shouted a 
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hundred voices as the gallant borse was 
puUed back. 

" The cowardly brute I" bawled another. 

"Don't you believe it," cried the sly- 
looking little man, in a shrill voice that 
was heard ali over the place. ** l'U take 
three to one in thous, and do it twice, that 
Guardsman wins, or is placed." 

" Done," said tb<9 pale, delicate youth ; 
" Fm on for twicd." And the pencils 
went to work. 

There was but one opinion amongst the 
countless thousands that Guardsman was 
the best horse in the race, and that, bar 
accidents, he must win. 

The field has become very select now ; 
stili what do reraain in the chase go well. 

The excitement is intense; men are 
gnawing their lips and nails; ladies are 
quivering with emotion and biting the tips 
of their delicate-coloured gloves. 

Wild and staring eyes are everywhere. 
Men eagerly grasp each other by the arm 
with a wild convulsive clutch as the horses 
clear each obstacle. Some stand stony and 
immovable, without the slightest appear- 
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ance of interest. Little is known of the 
fearful beatings of theìr bearts under that 
cold, cairn exterior. 

" Here they come I" said the crowd, as 
some eight or ten horses make the turn 
f or home. 

" Guardsman baked !" shouts the ringi 
as the borse is seen nearly last. 

" The Irisb borse wins for a thousand," 
shouts an over-excited speculator. 

" Done," says the sly-looking little man, 
and again the metallics are at work. 

Lord Plunger looks on with a cairn in- 
different demeanour. 

" By G — , Plunger/' said one of George's 
old messmates, with a scared countenance, 
"Bradon is dono. We shall ali drop 
finely." 

" Wait I" was the quiet answer. 

The last burdle but one is taken, which 
the Irisb borse jumps first; but what a 
change has taken place in the fìeld I 
Scarlet and white hoops, instead of being 
nearly last, is hanging on the leading 
borse' s quarters, and it is very patent to 
ali those skilled in racing matters that 
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from the manner Guardsman skimraed over 
the hurdle that the other horse was only 
permitted to lead on sufferance. 

Turn where you will, the same look of 
intense excitement is discernible on every 
countenance ; the vast mass surges to and 
fro, the hoarse murmur of the frenzied 
multitude has something unearthly in it. 

"The Irish horse wins, — Guardsman 
winsl" is shouted on ali sides. The 
horses come up closely locked together; 
never moving on his horse Brandon sits 
as quiet as a statue, but the heels of 
the other horseman are at work ; the whip 
arm is raised, but just as it is the strain 
on Guardsman's jaws is relaxed, and the 
noble horse, without the slightest effort, 
quits the other, and is landed an easy 
winner by some half-dozen lengths. 

" There," said Lord Plunger, heaving a 
vast sigh, which seemed to relieve him 
immensely ; " did you over see such a 
horse, and such a bit of riding ?" 

His lordship is not cairn now ; there is 
a wild feverish light in his eyes ; he trem- 
bles, too, slightly ; a bright hectic spot is 
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on either cheek, and the veins in bis 
temples are swollen, and seem ready io 
burst as he takes off his hat to draw his 
hand aerosa his clammy brow. 

^^Thank Godi" he muttéred, as he 
turned to meet his friend, who was te- 
turning to the weighing-stand, amidst 
such shouts as are seldom heard. Cheer 
after cheer rent the air. 

" God blesa you, old fello w !" said his 
lordship, as his fnend passed him in the 
enolosure; "there ne ver was, and never 
will be such à Silverpool again. I never 
bet another fartbingl l'm square again." 

George is now dismounted. Taking the 
saddle off his noble favourite, as he has it 
on one arm, he fondly and proudly pats 
his neck. Tim is standing at the horse's 
head, with a rein in each hand ; tears are 
coursing down- the old man^s cheek. 
" God .spare you many years, Sir 1" said 
he to his master, who looked kindly at 
him ; " but never ride another race whilst 
I am alive ; I can't bear it ; one more day 
such as this would be my last." 

George en|;ered the weighing-room. 
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" Guardsman, ten twelve," said he, seating 
bimself in the chair. 

The clerk of the scales approached with 

book in hand and pencil in mouth, looking 

up to the dial for an instant said " Right !" 

Cheer after cheer rent the air again as 

he carne out in his top-coat. 

" For God's sake, George, come to the 
drag and ha ve some champagne; Fm 
ready to faint," said Lord Plunger, as he 
seized his arm. 

" Come on, then," returned Bradon ; 
" l'm thirsty too ; but just let me look to 
the horse and Tim first." 

But Tim had clothed the horses up, as 
he said the boxes were only a few paces 
off, and they would be better dressed 
there. As he turned to foUow Lord 
Plunger, he was seized by a host of his old 
companions in arms, hoisted up, and 
carried to the drag on their shoulders. 

" Bradon," said Lord Plunger, after he 
had drained off a Silver goblet of the 
sparkling wine, ** we have puUed out of 
this well, right well; for myself, I have 
now done with betting and the Turf. I 
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have boen bit, and hard hit, but ibis coup 
moro tban squares me. TU tempi tbe 
ffCi^iv guuue»» uu more. 

** My decision you knew long ago,** re- 
iurtiod bis friend. ''Tbis is my last 
appearance in public. I shall only bunt, 
Htìiì I tbink with such a borse as Guards- 
man I may be a first-flight man." 

Il in lordship and Bradon were ever 
aftitrwardK only lookers-on at tbe few 
vtim rnootings they attended, and bere we 
nwìni tako loave of them. 

Jri nnug little cottage dose by Bradon 
Mail livoH Tim Mason, now ratber an 
\n\\vm old man ; stili he looks after the 
ntud t\n UMUal. 

In hi» protty little parlour, on a side 
ìmIiIoi Mlandn two glass cases. Under one 
Ipi ìi Maddlo, bridlc, &c., in the other a satin 
nufing jrickot and cap — scarlet and white 
liMopH it niay easily be divined wbose 

'* Tlu'y wcM'o only usod once,'* he would 
ciMy, poiiiiiiig ihotìi cut to some friend who 
ImhI tlioppod Ì!ì to see him, " only once; 
ImH, \\\i\^ woti u pot of money for my boy. 
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Lord, you should bave seen bim ride and 
win that Silverpool — it was a sight for 
sore eyes, I can teli you. Ne ver were two 
better borses tban Guardsman and my 
grey. It's ratber tbe ticket to see tbem * 
in tbe field now; tbey're tbe best bunters 
as ever was foaled. Tbe jolly set of 
muffs I I never see cbaps took in as tbey 
was by us at tbe Silverpool. I don't tbink I 
ever laugbed more tban wben I board tbe 
duffers going about mad like. Come and 
look at tbe borse — be's a grand one. * But 
wbo is to ride bim ?' my noble jokers to 
tbeir cost very soon found out * wbo did 
ride bim.*" 

**Tbere, gentlemen," said tbe Colonel, 
" is one part of tbe story. Open anotber 
bottle, Spavin, I am as dry as a lime-kiln ; 
story telling is bard work unless you wet 
your wbistle now and tben over it. Tbere 
is a second part, as I cali it, to tbis tale, 
and as I am in cue, and you bave plenty 
of time, witb good liquor before you, I 
may as well finisb it. I must take you 
out of England now to Paddy's land ; tbis, 
Sir, turning to Sbirkington, will be more 
your own case. 
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THE DEAD HEAT. 



No, never had there been suoli a state of 
exciteraent in any ball-room before, when 
it became known that Captain O'Rooney 
had entrapped Lieutenant Charles For- 
tescue, of H.M. — th Foot, into a thousand 
guineas match P.P., owners up, twelve 
stono each, and four miles over the stiflTest 
country in Galway. 

The match had been made at the supper- 
table, after the ladies had left; but, 
nevertheless, the news had been carried to 
them, and they were furious. 

"Fancy," said one, a tali, handsome 
brunette, " that that little wretched bandy- 
legged O'Rooney should have got round 
our handsome friend in such a mean way ! 
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He is jealous and disgusted with For- 
tescue's waltzing, and he is the best 
waltzer in Ireland." 

" l'U make him a set of colours to ride 
in," returned the toast of fi ve counties, 
the beautiful Alice Gwynne. ** I never 
made any before, but Hhere's luck in odd 
numbers, says Rory O'More,' and so he is 
sure to win in them." 

" Too bad,'* exclaimed the old grey- 
haired Colonel of I^or tesene' s regiment to 
some gentlemen standing by him at the 
supper-table, "to have hounded the lad 
into it. O'Rooney is a noted steeple-chase 
rider, and my boy" (he always called the 
youngsters of his, his boys), "though a 
workman across country, never rode a 
race in his life; but I hear the Captain 
has the character of looking up the GriflFs." 

"Faith, Colonel, ye are about right 
there," said a joUy-looking young Irish- 
man ; " he is just the boy that can do that 
same ; he is mad now because Fortescue's 
English borse cut him down to-day, and 
pounded him — a thing that has never been 
done before." 
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*' Bedad, you're out there, Mat," put in 
another; " l'd be after thinkiog it is 
because the Leaftenent has been making 
miglity strong running entirelj witli Alice 
Gwynne ali this blessed night. O'Rooney, 
by my faith, does not like that, devil a 
hap'orth ; he considers himself the favoured 
one — the consated spalpeen." 

"He the favoured one!" remarked big 

H , of Fortescue*s regiment ; " why he 

cannot suppose he would have a ghost of 
a chance with that pug nose and whiskey- 
toddy countenance of his against Fortescue 
of ours. Why Old Nick himself could not 
boast of an uglier face than Pat Rooney. 
Fortescue is about the handsomest and 
nicest fellow in the service, and though 
only a poor man, yet there are devilish 
few girls, at least of any taste, who would 
give him the * cold shoulder.' " 

The conversation was put an end to by 
the redoubtable Captain O'Rooney they 
were descanting on in such flattering 
terms walking towards them, and with 
whom ali seemed to be on such bad 
terms. 
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" I will make one endeavour now," said 
the old Colonel, "to put a stop to this 
match." 

•* Captain O'Rooney," said he, as that 
gentleman joined them, "I am sorry to 
bear of this proposed steeple-chase, and 
for such a sum. Mr, Fortescue is a young 
man, and has acted very foolishly ; he is 
young, too, in the service ; and though he 
holds the post of adjutant, has little, I 
know, but his pay, and such a loss as a 
thousand pounds would seriously incon- 
venience him. Let me recommend, Captain 
O'Rooney, that Fortescue give you a 
hundred pounds to-morrow raorning and 
draw the bet. What say you, gentlemen 
ali, is the proposai fair ?" 

Nothing fairer," they exclaimed. 
See now, Colonel," said Captain 
O'Rooney, " let us hear what Mr. Fortescue 
says: he is not here; he'll be found in 
the ball-room, Fm after thinking." 

*' True for ye, Captain, dear," said the 
jolly-looking young Irishman bef ore alluded 
to. " Devil a bit," he continued, with a 
sly and malicious twinkle of his blue eye, 
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" is Fortescue in the ball-room. Be jabers, 
he is seated in the cardroom alone by 
Alice Grwynne, playing with her bouquet 
and fan. FU go and fetch him; but it's 
a pity to disturb him. Fd almost take my 
oath he has been asking her to be Mts. 
Fortescue, and by my soul I don't think 
she has said no.'* So saying, the young 
man, without ,giving the other timo to 
answer, vanished from the loom. 

" What is it, Colonel ?'' said Fortescue, 
coming in almost immediately after. 

** See now," said O'Rooney, interrupting 
him; "the Colonel says this is a foolish 
match we have entered into, and proposes 
that ye should pay me a hundred down 
to-morrow to let ye off. What d'ye say ?" 

"What do I say?" replied the young 
man ; " why l'U do anything the Colonel 
likes. I think it is a foolish match. I 
was excited and out of humour when^ I 
made it. Fm better now, and if you like 
to take a hundred and draw, why FU send 
you a cheque to-morrow morning for the 
amount, or run you for a hundred, which 
you like." 
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" See DOW," said the Captain, his 
naturally red face getting purple with 
anger and excitement, "l've heard ye 
both — the Colonel and yourself ; now both 
of ye hear me. If ye were to oflFer me 
nine hundred and ninety-nine pounds 

d n me if l'd take it, for by the Rock 

of Cashel, l'U Hck ye and break your heart 
and neck over the country ; and see now, 
Fortescue/' he continued, " steer clear of 
the heiress." 

" What do you mean, Sir?" retorted the 
young man, firing up. " Steer clear of 
the heiress? you forget yourself; do you 
presume to put a lady in the question ?" 
and saying this he turned away. 

"AH devilish fine," said O'Rooney, 
sticking his hands in his pocket and 
sauntering away from the supper-table, 
humraing a verse of Harry Lorrequer's 
well-known song: — 

" The King of Oude 

Is mighty proud, 

And so were onst the Caysars (Cassars) ; 

But ould Giles Eyre 

Would make them stare, 

Ay he had them with the Blazers. 
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To the devil l'd fling — ould RuDJeet Singh 

He*s only a prÌDce in a small way ; 
And knows nothing at ali of a six-foot wall, 

Oh ! he'd never do for Gaìwaj.^ 

" Won't he ?" muttered Fortescue to 
himself, as he caught the last words, 
" perhaps FU show you he will." If the 
Captain had not been so blind with passion, 
he might have heard the gallant Adjutant 
singing sotto voce a verse of a song from 
the same author as he strolled carelessly 
from the room :— 

" Put his arm round her waist, 
Gave ten kisses at laste, 

• Oh !' says he, * you're my Molly Malone, 

* My own, 

* Oh !' says he, ' you're my Molly Malone !' " 

What did he mean ? 

"By the great gun of Athlon e, Vm 
mighty glad entirely they're both gone 
from the room," said a hard-riding Galway 
squire, as the iUustrious Captain O'Rooney 
disappeared from sight. " I thought there 
was an illegant row brewing. Better as it 
is. Where O'Rooney is to get the coin 
from if he loses, devil a one of me knows. 
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He's in * Quare Street ' long ago. Never 
mind, boys; let ns bave the groceries. 
* Punch ! you are my darling,' and the 
devil fly away with dull care. Now, 
Colonel," he continued, " upon my con- 
Bcience, as O'Rooney won't listen to 
reason, you must look after Fortescue's 
interests. O'Rooney will endeavour to pick 
out a country. I mean he will go building 
up walls, and so on. You must bave your 
own way a little, or, begorra, he'll do as 
he likes entfrely. Now there is one thing 
that will beat him if any thing will — you 
must insist on that, or I would not give a 
trauneen for Fortescue's chance — and that 
is " (he dropped bis voice to a whisper) 
one if not two WATBR-jumps ; if any thing will 
stop Mad Moli it is water." 

"It shall be done," said the Colonel; 
" l'il see that the lad is not taken advàn- 
tage of." And the old field-officer kept 
bis word, as will be seen in the sequel. 

O'Rooney was greatly disturbed ^ when 
he knew there was to be one or more 
water-jumps. He fought hard and gal- 
lantly against it; but the Colonel was 
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obdurate. " By Gad, Sir," said he, "you 
do not want it entirely your own way, do 
you? I bave not interfered with the 
country in any way. I have said nothing 
as to the six-foot waU you have built pp, 
and others equally dangerous, and now you 
cavil at a paltry ditch." 

" Ditch do ye cali it, Colonel ? fifteen 
feet of water, hurdled and staked, a ditch, 
and another of eleven, By my troth, no 
such like ditches are found between this 
and Ballinasloe. But never mind. Glory 
be to Moses, FU get over them. And then, 
h — 11 to my soul, if the English borse will 
ever come near Mad Moll's girths again." 

"We think nothing of nineteen feet, 
Sir," said the Colonel. " In England, 
fifteen feet is nothing ; but my youngster 
shall have a chance." 

Great was the excitement throughout 
the country — indeed, in ali parts of Ireland. 
Such a match had not been known for 
years — "a thousand pounds !" What 
could the English Light Bob have been 
thinking of? The nags went on and 
trained well^ closely guarded by their 
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respective admirers. The English borse 
took to wall-jumping beautifuUy; but it 
was doubted even, with bis great turn of 
speed, if be bad tbe foot of tbe Irisb 
mare — a clipper. Tben again, tbougb 
Fortescue was a cool and brilliant borse- 
man, be bad not tbe knowledge of tbe 
Captain, wbo bad ridden many a bard- 
Gontested race before, across country and 
over tbe fiat. 

Tbe stakes bad been made good and 
deposited according to agreement witb tbe 
Colonel. Tbe Captain bad found friends 
to sbare in tbe bet, for tbougb be was 
generally disliked, yet tbey bad confidence 
in bis borse and bis borsemansbip. For- 
tescue, too, bad friends, nor bad biscom- 
manding officer been idle. Men from bis 
own regiment bad come forward, so ali be 
stood to lese was two bundred and fif ty ; 
tbis and otber matters made bim sanguine 
and ligbtbearted. In addition to ali, be 
bad received a beautiful set of colours from 
Miss Gwynne, 

Tbe papers, Englisb and Irisb, teemed 
witb tbe fortbcoming matcb. " Lieut. 
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I I II III! 

Charles Fortescue's, of H.M. — th Foot, 
bay borse Sere wdri ver, aged, against Capt. 
O'Rooney's chesiiut mare Mad Moli, seven 
years old, f or onb thousand guineas a side." 

The excitement was intense. Such a 
stiff bit of country had not been seen or 
ridden over for years. The betting would 
have been decidedly in favqur of the Gap- 
tain, but his mare's well-known dislike to 
water prevented anything like odds being 
given — so they were both about equal 
favourites. 

"By George, old fello w !" said one of 
Fortescue's messmates to him one morning, 
some three days previous to the race, " I 
really think yoiir chance is becoming raore 
rosy every hour. The more O'Rooney's 
mare sees the water the more she dislikes 
it. One of the men in my company, a 
Galway man, has a country cousin in the 
barracks who knows ali about it. Just 
send to Sergeant Blake," he said, turning 
to one passing by, " and teli him to come 
bere, and bring his cousin with him. Mr. 
Fortescue wishes to see him." 

The man soon appeared. " Salute your 
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fiupareor," said the Sergeant, as he reco* 
vered. " Touch your caubeen." 

*'Arrah now, Seargent dear, wasn't I 
after doing it ?'* 

"Well, do it at onst, ye murdering 
ruffian, and teli ali ye know." 

" Yes, Sir, yer honour," commenced the 
lad. " Faix, the Captain 'av' been trying 
the mare day after day afc the water. Onst 
she jumped finely. The Captain made a 
brook dose by our cabin, and is often wid 
her there. Sometimes she jumps and 
sometimes she won't ; and when she won't, 
meila murther I maybe, don't he larrup 
her ! Long life to yer honour ! but I 
don't think the mare likes water, at ali, at 
ali. And by my troth, there's many a man 
thinks the same. The devil's luck to him I 
he's been ali over the f resh-planted praties, 
and cut them to smithereens, bad cess to 
him I But av course, Leiftenant, ye won't 
teli on a poor boy, more betoken as he is 
after doing yer honour a little sarvice. I 
wouldn't give a handful of prayers for ray 
life if he found me out ; for sorra a one 
knows the Captain better than myself, 
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death to bis sowl ! Tear-an-ages 1 he's a 
terrible bad man entirely is the Captain. 
The top of the morning, and long life to 
your honour !" said the gossoon, as the 
Sergeant led him away, pocketing half-a- 
crown. 

" There, Fortescue, what do you think 
of that ?" said his fiiend, as they sauntered 
away to the ante-room for a soda. "It's 
evident Mad Moli is not a tip-top water 
jumper. By Jupiter ! I think you wUl pulì 
through. Quite fair my giving the lad 
half-a-crown. O'Rooney's friends have 
been doing the sarae — fair play is a 
jewel !" 

Somehow the public at last began to lean 
towards the English borse. He did his 
work quietly and openly without any at- 
terapt at concealment. 

But what is this excitement in the bar- 
rack yard? Officers are rushing to the 
mess-room. Two gentlemen have been 
driven up there in a car. Lord Plunger 
and his friend Bradon have arrived. They 
are old friends of the — th. 

" By George ! Plunger and Bradon, l'm 
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delighted to see you," said the warm- 
hearted Colonel, hastening in, and endea- 
vouring to make bis sword-belt meet about 
bis somewhat bulky waist. " I did not teli 
the boys I had written for you both. 
Lunch ready in ten minutes — glass of 
sherry first to wet your mouths. Now, 
Fortescue will bave a little good advice. 
You will ride the last gallop to-morrow 
moming, Bradon, and give us your opinion. 
Dammee, Vm so glad to see you both in 
the wild west. Here, some one teli the 
officer for the day I won't bave another 
roU cali. Obliged to do this kind of tbing 
here, Bradon — never know what's going to 
happen from one minute to another. 
Shooting landlords like the devil. Potted 
Lambert last week; five shots in bim, 
and the only one that did no barm was the 
one that took bim in the forehead. Rest 
bis sowl, as the Irisbmen say, a near 
escape for bim. Lucky dog ! Here is tbie 
sherry !" In this way did the worthy old 
gentleman rattle on. 

The gallop is over, and Screwdriver has 
been tried at even weights against a good 

VOL. I. G 
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one. George Bradon had thought it better 
that Fortescue should ride his own borse 
in the trial, which he did, ** By Heaven. 
you've got a clipper, Fortescue I'' said the 
former, as they puUed up ; " you don't 
know how good. I deceived you ali when 
I told you I had borrowed this nag to try 
you. Keep your mouth shut, hermetically 
sealed, old fellow, and FU teli you some- 
thing you will care to know. It is no 
commoner you have galloped against to- 
day. Mind, on your life, not a word to 
your dearest friend. It's my own horse, 
GuARDSMAN, you havc had a spin with — the 
winner of the Grand Silverpool /" 

The young man, thus addressed, sat 
astonished, like one in a dream, at this 
revelation. 

*' It's ali old Mason's doing, Fortescue," 
said he. ** He advised me to bring him 
over. Fm off now. Look at that knot of 
people coming over the hill; there are 
some there who crossed the Chanuel 
yesterday with me, who know my old pet, 
and I would not have it blown f or a trifle — 
the horse has been in Ireland for a week 
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on the quiet. l'm now across country to 
Athenry, where Mason is, and has a stable 
for him. The horse will leave by the late 
train to-night for England with a lad ; so 
no one will be a bit the wiser. My old 
stud groom will come to your diggings 
this evening with me to give you a help. 
So au revoir till mess-time, when you will 
seo yours truly;" and putting his borse at 
a five-foot Wall, he sent him over, hurling 
the loose stones behind him in a cloud, and 
was quickly out of sight. 

**So your friend has gone," said the 
gallant old Colonel, as Fortescue walked his 
borse up to a host of his brother officers 
and friends assembled in a knot on the 
bill, amongst which several strangers were 
distinguishable. 

" Yes," replied Fortescue, carelessly, 
"he will be with us at mess. Here, 
take the horse home, Forester" — to his 
man — ** see no one comes near him." 

" That's a horse to back," said a sly» 
looking little man in a large drab overcoat; 
and coming up to Fortescue he whispered 
quietly to him : '* l'm on your nag for a 

G 2 
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plumper. I keep my own counsel, and 
shall not split. I never come except with 
a rush at the last minute. My glasse» are 
good, YouVe had a spin with the best 
cross-country horse in Europe. Clever 
and fast as that nag is, he can't give you 
seven pounds. You ran him to a length 
or two. I know George Bradon and 
Guardsman well, IVe won a pot full of 
money on them before, There, don't look 
scared; you are a youngster. Sit well 
down on Screwdriver, hold him together, 
don't give a lead ai^er the water^ and you 
will land him a winner. I know more than 
you think; but for my own sake l'm 

MUM !" 

"By Gad, Spavin, T must wet my 
whistle again before I can go on with the 
story." 

" News for you ali !" said the old 
Colonel of Fortescue's regiment, bursting 
into the mess-room, where some nine or 
ten officers were at breakfast, amongst 
whom were Lord Plunger and Bradon. 
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" Here, Fortescue," continued the excited 
old gentleman, " this letter '* — holding out 
one — ** concerns you more immediately, 
Eead it out." 

The young man thus addressed took the 
letter and read the follo wing : — 

" Dbab Colonel, 
•* As you ali know, this is the morning 
of the racse. Something has happened, 
For God's sake rido over and see me at 
once. 

" Yours faithfuUy, 

" P. O'ROONBY. 
" Clough-bally-More Oastle, Friday morning." 

" There, gentlemen, what do you think 
of that ?" cried the Colonel, as Fortescue 
slowly folded up the letter and returned it 
to him. " Something in that — no race for 
a guinea." 

" Race or no race," said Lord Plunger, 
" the money is lodged with you. It is a 
p.p. bet, and must be paid." 

** Mare gone amiss," put in Bradon. " I 
knew he was giving her too much of it. 
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This is a hard, stony country; horses 
won't stand much continued work. Poor 
brutes ! they are gaDcped shin sore — ali 
the life and energy taken out of them — 
sweated to death, and m&de as thin as 
whipping-posts, and they are called in 
condition, Serves him right." 

"Hold, Bradon, my boy," interrupted 
Lord Plunger; "you do not know that 
snch ìs the case. The mare was ali right 
last night, that T am certaìn of . She is 
about six miles from here, at a Mt. Blake's. 
I am inclined to think O'Rooney has got 
into trouble." 

" At any rate we shall soon know," re- 
tumed the Colonel ; " for bere is my borse 
còming round. I shall be back in an hour 
or a little more. l'U look after your 
interests, Fortescue," he continued. " It 
is only half-past ten now. The race is not 
till three. Curb your anxiety, and not too 
much sherry, Fortescue, till you see me 
again." And uttering this he took bis 
departure. 

What was up? Was the mare broken 
down ? Was O'Rooney arrested ? It must 
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be one or the other. It could not be about 
the stakes, for these were lodged to the 
Coloners credit in the Bank of Ireland. 
What could it be then ? 

"I cannot help thinking, Fortescue/* 
said Lord Plunger, " that somehow or 
other you will have to don the new colours, 
doe skins, and tops, and give us a sight of 
your way of crossing the Galway country." 
As he was speaking, one of the raess 
waiters carne in and said a few words to 
Fortescue, which made that gentleman im- 
mediately leave the room. On reaching 
his quarters he found seated there a sly- 
looking . little man in a large drab over- 
coat. 

" I beg your pardon/' said the stranger 
to the young officer as he entered, ** You 
know me, I think ?" 

Fortescue slightly inclined his head. 

" The object of my coming/' continued 
the sly-looking little man, " is to teli you 
that there is a writ out against Captain 
O'Rooney for four hundred pounds. He 
will not show up to-day. He is a Sunday 
man : now the race is ours — yours I ought 
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to say — ^you will only bave to go over the 
course. Good-morning." 

But he was not aliowed to depart in that 
way. He was soon in the mess-room and 
ali were put in possession of the facts. 

In the meantime the old Colonel rode on 
at a rapid pace, wondering at the contents 
of the note, and conjuring up ali sorts of 
things. Five-and-twenty minutes brought 
hira to the gate, or what should have been 
the entrance gate, of Clough-bally-More 
Castle, but it was gone. Cantering up 
the neglected wilderness-like avenue, he 
was soon in front of a ruined-looking pile, 
Clough-bally-More Castle — the place is 
easier described by a quotation ffom 
Hood*s beautiful poem of " The Haunted 
House''— 

" Unhinged the iron gates half open hung, 

Jarr'd by the gusty gaics of many winters, 

That from its crombled pedestal had flung 

One marble globe in splinters. 

# « # * # 

•* Witb shatter'd panes the grassy court was starr'd ; 
The time-worn coping-stone had tumbled after : 
And through the ragged roof the sky shone, barr'd 
With naked bcam and rafter." 
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A perfect ruin was Clough-bally-More 
Castle, Getting off bis borse and walking 
up tbe broken, moss-covered steps, be 
rang tbe beli, wbicb gave fortb a melan- 
cboly sound tbat scared a colony of jack- 
daws wbo bad establisbed tbemselves 
unmolested for many a year in tbe cbim- 
neys and unìnbabìted rooms. 

On tbe second summons a sbock bead 
was cautiously poked out of an upper win- 
dow. " Sure now, it's no use at ali, at ali, 
av yer ringing away like tbat : tbe master' s 
gone abroad tbese six montbs : be towld 
me to say so last nigbt. Divil a writ can 
you serve bim wid, my boney ; av ye don't 
be off tbe master will be after sbooting ye 
for a tbafe from tbe ball windy." 

" Vm no writ server," returned tbe 
Colonel. " I come in consequence of a 
note 1 received from Captain O'Rooney 
tbis morning." 

" Trotb, tben, ye are tbe Englisb soldier 
colonel. His bonour tbe master will be 
wid ye at onst," and tbe bead disappeared. 

Presently tbat of tbe Captain protruded. 

" See now, Colonel," said be, " ould 
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Mat thought you were a Bum, Fm soitj 
to say l'm a Sunday man now. The thun- 
dering thieves thoy Ve been about the place 
ali the morning to serve me. I wish they 
may get it. Nabocklish ! catch a weasel 
asleep. l'U let you in." 

In a minute or so the front door was 
slowly and cautiously unchained, and the 
Colonel found himself in the hall of Clough- 
bally-More Castle. It was a perfect ruin, 
and, if possible, more ghastly and miserable- 
looking on the inside than the outside. 
The Captain's room was, however, pretty 
cosy, and in decent repair. A bright turf 
fìre burnt on the hearth; a couple of guns 
adorned the walls; rods, fishing-tackle, 
and various other sporting paraphernalia 
were stowed about the room in indescrib- 
able confusion. 

" Be seated, Colonel," said the steeple- 
chase rider; "I may as well come to the 

point at once. D , of Galway, has a 

writ out against my person for four hun- 
dred pounds. They tried to serve it on 
me last night, and again this morning, the 
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divil fly away with them ! May the flames 
of " 

" What is to be done, Capt. O'Rooney ?" 
interrupted the Colonel. " You know it is 
a p,p. bet, and out of my power to do any- 
thing. Mr. Fortescue has only two hun- 
dred and fifty on it. The rest is made up 
by gentlemen who will insist on the terms 
of the bet being adhered to. You ridi- 
ouled mine and Mr. Fortescue's offer of 
scratching the bet for a hundred: far 
better for yourself had you done so. I 
should not like any advantage taken of 
you, and that you should have a run for 
your money. What is it you propose ?" 

" See, now, Colonel ; the only way is, 
that if you do not hold me to the day, we 
can run it off on Sunday." 

" Sir ! Captain O'Rooney !" hotly inter- 
rupted the Colonel ; " you must be mad ! 
Ride a steeple-chase on a Sunday ! Do 
you suppose, Sir, any of my officers would 
be guilty of such a thing, or that I would 
allow it ?" 

" See, now, Colonel," interposed the 
Captain, " then there is no other way but 
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Mr. Fortescue's letting me off altogether. 
Tve fìve hundred on it on my own account. 
l'U give a hundred and scratch it." 

" Quite impossible," said the Colonel ; 
*' you know I can't do it. I am really very 
sorry for you ; but stay, there is yet one 
way, and if I can manage it, the race may 

yet come off. D , who has the writ 

out against you, does the wine for the 
mess. Now, will you agree to this — that 
if you win,* I pay him the four hundred 
and the balance to yourself ? If you do 
not win you shall be exactly in the same 
position you are now, namely, locked up in 
your own house." 

" Tear an ages, a capital idea ! Colonel, 
I agree." And it was forthwith signed 
and sealed between them. 

" l'il send out to you in an hour," said 
the Colonel, as he took his departure. *' I 
will write and teli you how it is to be, race 
or no race. Depend on me; Vìi do ali I can." 

The Colonel succeeded, and the terms 

he mentioned were acceded to by D , 

who thought it was the only chance of his 
getting a farthing. 



i 
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" Hang it, gentlemen," said the light- 
liearted old ofiBcer, " we could bave got the 
money without a race ; but I should not 
bave liked it said of the •— -th, that we took 
any advantage. Now, win or lose, ali 
cannot but say but that we have behaved 
pluckily in this matter." 

Such a crowd as there was on the road 
ali the way to the hill of Thonabuckey, 
where a good view could be had of the 
race ! Cars, donkey-carts, wiry-looking 
horses with wiry and sporting squireens 
on them crowded the road — ali on their 
way to see the thousand-guinea steeple- 
chase between the English soldier gentle- 
man and the faraous Captain O'Rooney. 

Such excitement, such running and jost- 
ling of the dirty unwashed to get along ! 
There was the old blind fìddler, Mat 
Doolan, in a donkey-cart, and perched on 
the top of a porter-barrel, scraping away, 
and occasionally giving a song. 

" Sure it's himself that can bring the 
music out of the instrument. He is the 
best fiddler in the west," sang out one. 
Then a chorus of voices would break in 
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asking for various tunes and songs. 
" Arrah, now, give us * Oroppies lay 
down/ " * Wreath the bowl/'* oried an- 
othen "Hell to the bowl, let*s 'ave 

• Tater, Jack Walsh/ or ' Vinegar Hill/ " 
demanded a sturdy ruffian. "No, no; 

* The breeze that blows the barley/ * St. 
Patrick's day in the morning/ or * Garry- 
ówen* for me/* ** Begorra, no ; * Larry 
before he was stretched,' is my favourite/' 
said a ragged urchìn. 

" Hurrah 1 here comes the Captain/* 
bawled another; and the dirty unwashed 
yelled as he passed in a tax cart driven by 
a friend. 

•*Which is the Captain ?" demanded a 
Boldier. 

" Death ! don't you know him ? Musha, 
why that one forenent ye in the white cau- 
been and frieze coat. Troth, he*s a brot|i 
of a boy 1 devil a one in Ireland can bate 
him on Mad Moli across country. Suro 
he's an iUigant rider." 

" Hould yer noise, here comes Squire 
Gwynne and the ladies in the coach, and 
the English soldier gentleman wid 'em. 
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Agra ! but he's a mighty fine young man 
ìs tbat same. Bedad, it's Miss Alice that's 
looking swate on him entirely." 

It was true : there was Charles Fortescue 
of H.M. — th, going to the scene of action 
in the Squire's waggonette, and sitting 
beside bis affianced bride, the beautiful 
Alice Gwynne, with eight thousand a-year 
the instant she marrìed. 

"Hurrow!" shouted the people as the 
camage dashed past. " Three cheers for 
the Master of Gwynne ! And another for 
the lady !" They were in the humour to 
shout at anything and everybody. 

The course is reached at last. It is a 
circular one, and everything has to be 
jumped twice ; hardly anything is to be 
seen but dark frowning walls, Many cars 
and carriages bave got down by the water- 
jump. There is no end of youth and 
beauty. AH the county élite are there 
lookers-on. A place has been kept for 
Mr. Gwynne, as also one for the largo 
waggonette of the officers. Eager spec- 
tators are scattered ali over the course, 
but the big wall and the two water-jumps 
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are the centre of attraction. The wall is a 
fearful one of six feet, built up of large 
loose stones. The water jump is also a 
pretty good one. A little mountain stream 
has been tumedon. It is fifteen feet wide, 
four feet deep, and hurdled and staked 
from thè taking off side. 

"By jingo, it is a twisterl" said Mr. 
Gwynne, a hunting man, as he looked at it. 
'' I say, Alley," to his daughter, ** you would 
not like to ride over that, would you ?" 

" No, indeed, papa," said the poor girl, 
with her beautiful eyes full of tears — she 
was terribly agitated. " I never shall be 
able to look at Charles as he jumps it : it's 
fearful to look at, and it has to be done 
twice too I" 

"Never mind, Alice, dear," said For- 
tescue, " the old borse will carry me over 
like a bird. The only difficulty in the 
whole thing is the big wall; that is a 
rattler ! but your colours, I think, I shall 
swing to the fore. Let me get over that 
wall and I ara pretty safe, for I know 
Screwdriver has the foot of Mad Moli ; 
and these colours, too, they must not play 
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second fiddle. Cheer up !" and he wbis- 
pered something that made the fair girl 
smile through her tears, 

** Now, Fortescue," said George Bradon, 
taking hÌ8 friend aside, " let me give you a 
little advice : this is your maiden eflFort : 
whatevep you do be cool ; don't flurry or 
worry yourself ; you ha ve a knowing fello w 
to ride against, and one well up to these 
things. Now, the wall is the principal 
thing, and my opinion is, he will try and 
baulk your horse there; therefore, my 
boy, don't let him give you a lead over it, 
but lead him. That you have the speed of 
the mare there is not a doubt, Remember, 
too, you must not go at the wall too fast : 
keep him well together, with his hind legs 
well under him, and pop him over. Now, 
with regard to the brook, on no account 
give him a lead there; if necessary, walk 
your horse to it rather than go first. 
Keep your head, old fellow, and where you 
dare, make tlfe pace a cracker, but don 't punì p 
him ; the mare is overtrained, and will not 
last if she is bustled. I don't know that 
I can say any more : now go and sit by 

VOL. I. H 
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your lady fair till it is ali ready for you, 
and time to weigh." 

The oflBcers had sent tlieir two cricket 
tents down, the scoring one for the scales, 
and the other for luncheon. The lattei* 
one was fiUed with gentlemen discussing 
the merits of the different horses. 

"Here comes your nag, Fortescue," 
said a young sub, running up to the 
carriage. 

" Oh, what a beautiful creature !" said 
Miss Gwynne. "Who is the little fat 
man leading him ?" 

"That," said Bradon, who had joined 
them, " is my old stud groom, one of the 
best hands in Europe; he says Screw- 
driver's condition is capital, Here, Mason, 
turn the horse and shew him to the lady." 

The old man touched his hat as he 
did so. 

" He's a good un. Miss," he said, ** and 
nothing but a good un; and if Mr. 
Fortescue rides him patiently, dash my 
waistcoat buttons if I think the mare will 
have a chance with him." And touching 
his hat again he turned and walked away. 
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The mob could see little of the horse, 
clothed up as he was, and surrounded by 
the men of the — th. 

The weighing is over, and Screwdriver 
mounted. Fortescue's colours are crimson, 
with gold braiding. Capt. O'Rooney's ali 
green. Both gentlemen look thorough 
jocks, and sit their horses easily and well ; 
but there is a look of the older hand about 
the Captain. 

" Who will lay me two to one against 
Screwdriver?" cried out a sly-looking 
little man in a largo drab overcoat. "I 
want to make a book. FU do it to any 
amount up to a thousand." 

"FU take you even money for a hun- 
dred," said a flashily-dressed man on a 
bay horse. 

" I want odds, Sir," said the little man ; 
"but as I see there is no betting to be 
dono here, make it two hundred, and l'U 
take you." 

"Done," said the other. And the 
bets were booked. 

AU was now excitement, for the horses 
are walking away to the starting-post. 

^1 
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The judge had locked himself up in the 
little box allotted to hira, which has been 
lent by the race committee, but little did 
he think he would see such a olose finish. 

"They're off!" is the cry, as the two 
horses are seen cantering across a field. 

"Fortescue's leading," said Lord Plun- 
ger, with his field-glasses to his eyes. 

"Oh, papa, hold me up, that I may 
look/' said the beautiful and anxious Miss 
Gwynne. 

The eyes of scores were on her as she 
stood up, for ali the gentry were well 
aware in what relation she stood to 
Fortescue. 

"Well jumped, indeed," roared the 
multitude, as the horses topped a wall. 

" Capital jumpers both," said the sly- 
looking little man ; " the borse for my 
money. Will nobody bet?" he roared 
out. But ali were too eager to attend to 
him. 

Fortescue is in front, and going at a 
good rate across some grass. The first 
brook is now approached, and the Captain 
in his turn leads at a strong pace. Ali 
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are anxiously looking to see how Mad 
Moli will like it, for she is twisting ber 
head from side to side. Fortescue has 
taken a pulì at Screwdriver, who is some 
six leDgths behind. 

" Hang me if she means jumping !" said 
Bradon, as he saw the mare's twisty 
movements. 

But he was wrong : a resolute man and 
a good hand was on her back. She 
jumped the brook, but in bad style, her 
hind legs dropped in, and as she just 
righted herself , Fortescue's crimson jacket 
flashed in the air and cleared it splendidly, 
amidst the shouts of hundreds. 

" Splendidly jumped !" said Lord Plun- 
ger. " Fortescue is a fine horseman, 
Bradon, and is riding the borse right 
patiently and well." 

" He is," was the quiet reply. 

Ali eyes are now directed to the wall, 
towards which the horses are now ap- 
proaching. Fortescue is seen to lead at 
it, and the old borse clears it at a bound, 
as did the mare. 

" It's ali up," said Bradon, as he closed 
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bis glasses : " Fortescue will win in a 
canter." 

" The OaDtain's down I" screamed a 
host of voices, as he and the mare carne to 
grief at the second water-jump. 

"May he stick there for the next ten 
minutes !" muttered the sly little man, a 
wish in which not a few joined in — a 
certain fair lady especially. 

But he is up and at work again, none 
the worse. The horses were going at a 
great pace, and the jumps were taken with 
beautiful precision by both. B radon 
began to look anxious, the sly little man 
fidgetty, and Lord Plunger wore a thought- 
ful look. 

The anxious girl's face was flushed to 
scarlet with excitement and emotion, 
and she trembled fearfuUy. 

"It will be a dose thing," said the 
sly-looking little man ; '* the mare is better 
than I thought." 

There were only a few things to be 
jumped now of any consequence — the 
two brooks and the big wall. The horses 
there turned, ran through an opening 
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made in the wall, and finished on the fiat 
in front of the carriages. The brook is 
now approached for the second time : the 
mare comes at it first, jumps it, and 
topples down on her nose on the opposite 
side; the Captain is pitched forvvard on 
her ears, but recovers himself like light- 
ning, and is away again, leading Fortescue 
at a terrific pace. 

But what is the sly little man doing ? 
As the mare recovers herself he is seen to 
dart across the course and pick up some- 
thing fiat, and put it into his pocket. 
" By G — d ! turn out as it will we are 
saved," he muttered. " Vìi lay any money 
against the mare," he screamed out. But 
no one took him. 

The wall is now approached again ; the 
Captain leads ; but as the mare is about 
to rise at it he turns her sharply round 
and gallops in a different direction. 
Screwdriver refuses it too. 

**Damnation! I thought it," said 
Bradon ; " there's a blackguard's trick !" 

" Oh ! poor Charles," ejaculated the 
beautiful Alice; " my poor colours !" 
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" The Captain's cleared it !" shouted 
cut the multitude, as the mare was seen to 
take the wall splendidly. 

"Where's your soldier now?" shouted 
out no end of voices. 

" Shure it's myself," said the Captain 
** could never be licked." 

"Most unfortunate !" said the old 
Colonel, "a dirty trick; and after my 
kindness to him, too !" 

" The soldier is going at it again !" eried 
the people ; and the horse is seen to rise 
gallantly at it, but both horse and rider 
carne down on the other side. 

'' Och, wirra wirra vo vo ! Mother of 
Moses, he's kilt entirely !" bawled out a 
countryman ; " poor young fellow !" 

" Miss Gwynne's fainted," said a young 
sub, running into the tent for water. 

**By G— d! he's up at it again," 
screamed out the sly little man; "the 
mare's baked, too ; look at her tail." 

Ali faces were flushed and eager. The 
horse was coming along at a tremendous 
pace. The Captain was at work : his legs 
could be seen sending the spurs deeply 
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into ber ; and he took an anxious look 
over his shoulder every now and then. 

** The mare's beaten !" resounded on ali 
BÌdes, as she was seen to swerve in her 
stride. 

" Oh, that the finish were only a hun- 
dred yards further !" said Lord Plunger. 

The winning-post is approached. The 
old horse has not been touched by For- 
tescue, whose face is seen, even at that 
distance, deluged with blood. He holds 
Screwdriver well in band; he sees the 
raare is flagging. 

" Green wins !" " Red wins !" shouts 
the crowd. 

It is an anxious moment. Both horses 
are seen locked closely together. But the 
strain on Screwdriver's jaw is relaxed, and 
Fortescue is seen to shake bim : the whip 
band is at work, and they pass the post 
abreast. The old Colonel dashes ofi*, as 
does the sly little man, and a host of 
others. 

" How is it ?", said the Colonel, as he 
galloped up, 

" A DEAD BEAT," repliod the judge. 
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The sly little man smiles grimly as he 
hears these words. 

"Is Charles hurt, papa?" said the 
beautiful occupant of the master of 
Gwynne's carriage, opening her eyes 
languidly, as she rose from her faint/ 

*'No, dearest; cut a little, I believe. 
It is a dead heat." 

Both horses were now returning to segale. 

" Dead beat ?'* said the Captain. " Well, 
we must run it off in an hour. I won't 
give in." 

"Hurt, Sir?" inquired old Mason, as 
he took hold of the old horse's bridle, and 
led him back. 

"A bit of a cut on the forehead," re- 
turned Fortescue, "that is ali. Captain 
O'Eooney turned bis borse at the wall — 
most unhandsome and ungentlemanly." 

" A scoundreVs triok," said the Colonel. 

Fortescue is gone to weigh first. 

" AH right, Sir," said the man in charge 
of the scales. 

The Captain now approaches, saddle 
and saddle-cloths in band, and seats 
bimself. 
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** Eleven storie eleven,^^ said he of the 
scales, looking at them intently. " Three 
pounds short, Captain.'* 

" What ?" yelled out O'Hooney. " Look 
again, man, look again !" 

" Eleven stono eleven," replied the clerk. 

" Givo me my bridle !" roared the Cap- 
tain. " What the h — 11 is the matter ?" 

"Ay, givo him his bridle!" said the 
sly-looking little man; "he can claim a 
pound for it; but that won't make him 
right. Look at your saddle-cloth, Sir. 
You will see it has burst, and a three- 
pound lead gone. You did it at the big 
water-jump the second time, and I picked 
it up. Here it is." 

Cheer after cheer rent the air as the 
fact was announced. The soldiers of the 
— th were mad. 

* 

" Here, come away," said Lord Pianger 
and Bradon, seizing Charley's arm. " Get 
away as quickly as you can. There will 
be a row. Your horse has already gone, 
with seventy or eighty of the — th with him. 
You rode the race splendidly, old fellow ?'* 

"That he did," said the sly-looking 
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little man. **That's what I always teli 
them— in racing or betting always come 
with a rush." 

It was quite true. The Oaptain had 
lost the race. He was short by two 
pounds, allowing him one for his bridle. 
The scene of confusion that foUowed was 
indescribable. 

Fortescue was taken to the camage, 
and quickly driven away. 

*'Ah, Alice 1" said he, "I told you I 
should carry your colours to the fore." 

" Thank God you did so 1 This is your 
first and last race, promise me." 

The Oaptain went back to Olough-bally- 
More Oastle j but in a day or two he was 
non est, and his creditors done. 

The — th had a jovial night of it. 
Fortescue' s health was drunk in bumper 
after bumper; but he was not there to 
acknowledge the compliment; some one 
else had him in charge. 

A short time after the — th were quar- 
tered in Manchester, and the old Colonel 
one day encountered no less a person than 
Oaptain O'Rooney. 
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ce 
ce 



See, now, Colonel,'* said the latter, 
you must bear me no ill-will. I did a 
shabby trick, l'il allow, at the wall, but I 
was a ruined man. l'm ali right now. 
l've married a rich cotton-spinner's widow, 
of some three thousand a year ; but it's 
ali settled on her.'* 

Fortescue and Miss Gwynne are long 
ago married; and at the different race 
meetings that they attended they often saw 
the celebrated Captain O'Rooney perform- 
ing ; but in ali the numerous races he was 
engaged in, he never rode — at any rate in 
a steeple-chase — another dead heat. 

Shirkington was quite excited as the 
Colonel finished his long story ; " By 
George," he exclaimed, *' quite my own 
case, Captain Rooney, Rasper — myself, 
Fortescue." 

"With only this difference, Sir," said 
Spavin, "it won't be quite such a dose 
finish. * Jim Crow' is not to be ohoked off; 
he is the cut-and-come-again sort, is * Jira 
Crow.' You will win by half a mile; 
which do you think, Colonel ?" 
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"Well," replied that gentleman, "I 
cannot say; but if Mr. DuflTer can ride, 
* Jim Grow * will be hard to beat." 

" Come, Duffer, come," said bis friend, 
" time's up — we must be off to mess ;" and 
away they went, with flushed faces and a 
somewhat unsteady gait. 

**A11 right, old fello w," said Shirking- 
ton, in a rather husky voice, " I am cut a 
little; bottle of sodash water putsh ali 
straight; see how I will give it Rasper 
bye and byesh." 



CHAPTBR V. 



CUTTING THE SERVICE. 



Shirkington Duffer lay in his bed pon- 
dering over the events of the previous even- 
ing. He had a splitting head-ache, and felt 
very seedy. Mr. Spavin's heady port had 
been rather too much for him. He had a- 
faint recoUection of being helped from the 
mess-room to his quarters by his servant. 
He was now ruminating whether he would 
be able to attend early parade, when his 
friend walked in. 

" Well, old man," said that worthy, 
approaching the bed, " three sheets in the 
wind, eh, last night ? you went ahead in 
fine style, pitched into us ali, and wound 
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up by telling Rasper he could not ride a 
yard, and that you would, on ' Jim Crow/ 
lick him in a canter, You look precious 
fishy this morning, I can teli you. You 
had better teli Rasper you were cut, and 
make the amende honorable^ for he is not 
a fellow to stand much nonsense." 

"I will make it ali right, my dear 
fellow, directly I can get up ; but I am 
too ili to go on parade this morning ; 
hang Spavin's port, I knew it was beastly 
stuff when I was drinking it." 

" Spavin's port ! it was not the port, it 
was the infernal lot of sherry you drank 
at dinner, and you toppled it ali up with 
about half a dozen glasses of whiskey 
toddy — the stomach of an ostrich could 
not stand it." 

" Ah, well, it cannot be helped now. I 
must have an S. and B. ; as you go oub 
teli my man to bring me one, there is a 
good fellow." 

" Here he coraes with your letters ; so 
you can give your own orders," and his 
friend sauntered from the room. 

Shirkington looked at his letters, 
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amongst which was one with an ominous 
black seal. 

" Who the deuce is this f rom ?" he ex- 
claimed, breaking the seal, " something 
wrong; froin the governor's solicitors. 

" Dear Sir, 
"I am sorry to inforni you that your 
poor father was seized this evening with 
apoplexy, and died an hour afterwards. 
I should have sent telegram, but the office 
was closed. This letter will reach you 
sooner than any message could. You had 
better come here immediately, and arrange 
ali matters. 

" I am, yours truly, 

"JUDAS GULLEM." 

It was a true bill — old Duflfer had 
shuffled off this mortai coil in the manner 
stated, without notice or without warning. 

Shirkington was grieved at the death of 
his poor old father, who had always been 
most kind to him. He knew from his 
thrifty habits he would be tolerably well 
off; but he was not prepared to find that 

VOL. I. I 
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after ali outstanding debts were paid, that 
besides the stock-in-trade there was thirty 
thousand pounds well invested. 

** Only fancy," said Major Rasper, enter- 
ing the mess-room a few mornings after, 
" Buffer has seot in his papers. Going to 
cut the Service. The fellow has come into, 
by the death of his father, something like 
two thousand a year. There is an end to 
our projected steeple-chase. What a fool 
the fellow is to leave the service ! He 
might as well have remained with us. He 
is a gentleman now." 

" By Gad ! Sir/' said Colonel Downey 
some hours later to his factotum, Mr. 
Spavin, " it's ali up with our little pick- 
ings." And he related to his friend what 
Buffer had done. 

*' Ah," said Mr. Spavin, thoughtfuUy 
twisting a bit of Straw about in his mouth, 
"it's ali up, as you say, Colonel. The 
gentlemen at the barracks were too hard 
on him. Now he's got lots of coin they 
will wish him back again. He would be a 
deuced good fellow now — at least," he 
added, " as long as he has got any 
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feathers, and would allow himself to be 
plucked." 

We may as well state that neither 
Colonel Downey, Mr. Spavin, or any of 
his old companions-in-arms, saw more of 
Shirkington Buffer for some months. 

Shirkington lost no time in sending in 
his papers and quitting the army. He 
was sick of it, and had found out during 
the short tirae he was in it, that a trades- 
man's son must remain quiet, not brag or 
think himself superior to others. He found 
out that although gentleraen were quite 
willing to mix with him, they would stand 
no superiority of manners over them. 

The funeral was over, and poor old 
thrifty Buffer at rest in the quiet country 
church-yard. Shirkington had sold his 
commission — sold the business, and was 
now a gentleman at large, with something 
over two thousand a year. He had turned 
it over and over again in his mind " what 
he should do." He had determined not to 
remain in the neighbourhood. In the first 
place it was too dull, and in the next, 
though he had now good means he was 
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stili Shirkington Duflfer, the old grocer's 
son. He therefore wrote to a friend of 
his, one Muffington Bluster, late Oaptain 
in a Militia regiment. Bluster had come 
into money pretty nearly in the same way 
Duflfer had — namely, by the death of his 
father, who was, or rather had been, a 
well-to-do linen-draper in Brighton. 

He, too, had sold the business, and re- 
tired to live in a villa near Brighton, and 
fatten in idleness on what it had taken his 
late father a long life-time to amass. 
Bluster affected sporting. He did a day 
now and then with the harriers when he 
knew they would not go off the downs ; 
and a little shooting when there was 
nobody to look at him miss. He said he 
could never shoot in company, though it 
did not inuch matter company or not, for 
alone he did little better. One instant the 
sun was in his eyes ; another he damned 
the gun — the stock was either too long or 
too short, too straight or too crooked; 
the birds were too wild, or they lay too 
dose, or the dogs flushed thera. He was 
never content; and being of the " Winkle " 
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and Jogglebury school did not fili bis 
larder as well as it might be. 

He, like Dufifer, was a bachelor ; and as 
tbey were about equal in sporting matters, 
admirably suited to each other. The only 
diflerence between them that Buffer was a 
brag, and Blust.er a loud talker. 

To Bluster then Shirkington wrote, tell- 
ing him of the death of his father, and of 
his intention of coming down to spenda 
week or two with him. 

In due time the ex-warrior arrived at 

. He was not going to hide his ** light 

under a bushel." So hiring a cart at the 
station to take up his baggage to his 
friend's, proceeded to walk up there 
through the town with the military 
swagger he affected ; remarking to him self 
as he did so : " They do not see such a 
child as this every day." 

The friends were glad to meet; but 
Bluster hardly liked the patronising manner 
of the ex-grocer, and he in his turn could 
not stand Bluster talking of military matters 
to him. So after dinner, when Bluster com- 
menced on the Brighton Re vie w, and what 
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he had done, Shirkington put an end to it 
by saying : 

^* AH very good, old fellow; but you must 
excuse me — We in the service never talk 
' shop/ I can assure you, old fellow. I 
have had so much of it in my time that, 
dammee, Vm sick to death o£ it." 

Bluster, though he had been talking 
very big and loud of his experiences, was 
shut up at the rebuff, and changed the con- 
versation to hunting. 

" Capital sport bere with the hounds," 
he commenced, puffing at a largo and ex- 
pensive meerschaum pipe; '*that is," he 
added, removing it from his mouth, and 
looking up at the ceiling, " if you can ride 
— awful pace, I can teli you, they go bere. 
None but a first flight man can live with 
them/' 

"Ride — I rather like that. Why, my 
dear fellow, you don't suppose that I, a 
Leicestershire man " — he had never been 
in the county — " would go with harriers ?" 

'' Ah !" exclaimed the Militia man, *' you 
might do worse. How many horses have 

yo\x 
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*' Well, none at present," taking in his 
turn his cigar out of his mouth — he did 
not affect pipes. " When I left the 191st 
our fellows would insist on my leaving 
them. They said they were too good to 
go out of the regiment. They gave me a 
pretty stiff figure, I can teli you." He was 
turning over in his own mind if the 
steeple-chase had come off; and he had 
won and bought the famous *' Jim Crovsr," 
how mudi he might have sold him for. 
*' But," he added, " I don't mind investing 
in a couple of screws. They are quite good 
enough for Brighton and the hills, and I 
will lodge with you a bit." 

By this answer he condemned the 
country, and saved his own pocket as 
well, good horses being expensive, and 
hotels dear. As he was a light weight, he 
knew he could get a couple of casts-off 
from some racing-stable for about fifteen 
pounds each, that would go quite fast 
enough and look grand enough when he 
chose to take his afternoon ride and show 
himself off to an admiring Brighton public. 

Many and hot were the arguments the 
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two had on various sporting subjects ; and 
though bis host always commenced loud 
and imperiously, yet Shirkington generally 
out-bragged him,, and reduced him to a 
minimum. 

Buffer invested, as he said, in " two 
screws " and a cover back, and got tbem 
in bigb condition. But, be, in bis turn, was 
beautifully buUied by bis swell London 
man, bis "stud-groom" as be called 
bim. 

" You can't take tbe little brown 'oss 
to-morrow, Sir," said tbat wortby, one 
evening to bis master. 

" Tbe devil I can't — wby not ? I like 
bim, Pastern, mucb better tban tbe otber. 
He does not pulì and is easier." 

" I dessay be is, Sir," replied Mr. Pas- 
tern ; " but I really can't allow bim to go 
on no account wbatsomever." 

" But wbat tbe deuce is tbe matter, 
Pastern? I can see notbing amiss witb 
bim ?" 

*' I dessay, Sir, you cannot, but I can — 
he's off bis feed, and a leettle tender ; and 
I tbink be's got a toucb of tbe hinfluenza. 
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At any rate, you caa't 'av 'im, and he's a 
scouring toc." 

Now the fact was that there was 
nothing on earth the matter with the 
horse in question ; but the servant deter- 
mined to show his authonty and have his 
own way. It would have been just the 
sanie if his master had said, " I will take 
the bay," Mr. Pastern would have instantly 
remarked " it must be the brown's turn." 

Pastern was a great man in his way, and 
never by any chance cleaned his horses. 
He got a strapper at a neighbouring livery- 
stable to do it at a remuneraiion of six 
shillings a week, night and morning, which 
six shillings a week appeared in Mr. Pas- 
tern's book as medicine, gruel, removing 
shoes, shoeing, bandages, &c. But he was 
by far too knowing a hand to enter six 
shillings a week regularly. One week it 
would be ten, the next two shillings, and 
so on ; but he managed to balance the ac- 
counts properly and as he said, " according 
to Cocker." 

But one afternoon it was nearly ali up 
with the worthy groom. He had been im- 
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bibing a pint of mulled port at a neigh- 
bouring hostelrie, which rejoiced in the 
name of the " Flyer of the Hunt" — a 
house much affected by gentlemen of Mr. 
Pastern's calling — when " his man," as he 
denominated his strapper, carne in, and 
putting his dirty fore-finger to his greasy 
and well-worn rabbit-skin cap, said : 

" If you please, Muster Pastern, your 
governor's at the stable with a bootiful 
young 'oman. He want's to see yer, and 
the 'osses too." 

" Damn the governor, and the young 
woman too !" replied the half-screwed Mr. 
Pastern. *' Say I can't come — say Pm 
hout; that you can't find me; that the 
'osses is down and can't be disturbed till 
four o'clock, feeding-time. Is a stud- 
groom to be pestered in this way, at his 
wine, too ? It's shameful, it's barborous ! 
l'U throw up my appointment. No, I 
won't go. l'U see 'em damned first !" 
And with this resolve Mr. Pastern threw 
himself back in his Windsor chair in 
offended dignity, and ordered another 
'' 'arf of port." 
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But he of the hairy cap presently ap- 
peared again. 

" If yer please, Master Pastern, yer 
governor's in a 'eli of a rage. He says he 
has looked through the key-'ole and the 
winders, and the 'osses isn't down ; that 
he must see them, the young lady wishes 
it ; and that if you can't be found he must 
'av the door broken open." 

" Open my stable-door !" exclaimed the 
exasperated Pastern, jumping up with an 
inflamed and red countenance. *' l'd just 
like to see him hat it. Disturb valuable 
'osses in that way. l'U stable-door 'im !" 

But when he reached the stable his 
anger had in some manner evaporated, 
especially as he saw his master was in no 
way pleased at beingkept; and, moreover, 
that he was accompanied by a young and 
pretty lady. So Pastern approached 
rather meekly, saying : " You wish to see 
the 'osses, Sir ?" 

*' Yes, Pastern, yes; that is, Miss 
Sprightly wishes to see them. I know it's 
against rules to open the stable at this 
hour, but perhaps to oblige the lady " 
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" Yes, Sir," interrupted the stud-groom, 
completely raoUified by this speech. It 
healed his wounded vanity on the instant. 
" It is agen my mie, as you say ; but to 
oblige the lady we'll break through it this 
once, particularly as it is a non-hunting 
day." So unlocking the door, he let 
thera in. 

*' There, Miss," he exclaimed, as he 
svvept the sheet off the quarters of the 
brown, " there's a 'oss for you ! Brighton 
nor no other place ain't seen his equal for 
many a day. He's worth four 'undred, if 
•he's worth a brass farden. A flier. Miss, 
from 'ed to 'eel. Just keep a little off his 
'ind feet. Miss ; he's apt to fling out now 
and then. It's only play, but dangerous. 
My gov " — he corrected himself — '* mj 
master," he continued, " don't mind such 
play, for he's as bold as a lion, and as 
resolute — as resolute — " He could find 
no word to finish, so he said, ** as resolute 
as ' blazes/ and as careless of his life as he 
is of a suvereign." Thinking by this 
eulogy he was fully entitled to one. Seeing 
his master's gratified look he continued : 
'' I never see such a gentleman to 'ounds 
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and across country — neverin my born days. 
I wonder he don't break bis neck forty 
times in a run. No country will stop bina 
— no craning, no cutting 'im down, Miss." 
Now Miss Sprigbtly was a Londoner. 
Ber needy mamma bad brougbt ber down 
on spec, and managed to get introduced to 
Shirkington on tbe West Pier, and was in 
bopes of entrapping bim and bis countless 
thousands. Tbe young lady was no 
novice in horses, for sbe rode beautifuUy ; 
but Mr. Pastern's language sbe did not 
quite understand. Witb *' cutting down," 
ber ideas were associated witb some one 
wbo bad been under tbe tender mercies o£ 
Mr. Calcraft ; but knowing sbe must say 
sometbing, exclaimed in ecstacy : ** Ob, 
wbat an awfuUy lovely creature ! quite too 
awfuUy beautiful ! Wbat an awful darling ! 
but you must not be too rasb, Mr. Duffer," 
looking at bim witb ber arcb eyes, and 
skilfuUy sbowing at tbe same time a very 
neat, well-booted foot — " you really must 
not be so rasb. Tbere are always lots of 
awfuUy borrible accidents during tbe bunt- 
ing season, and in tbis difficult country — 
—ali bills. It's fearful to tbink of !" 
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" Ah, Miss, you may well say that," put 
in Mr. Pastern, sweeping the sheet off the 
other sleek and welLfed weedy aniraal. 
*' There's a 'oss for you. Miss ! Gold 
would not buy 'im. 'E's a 'oss of ten 
thousand. I never saw 'is equal, never." 
He might well say so, for. a more ill- 
tempered, hard-pulling brute would bave 
been difficult to find. He wanted, as Pas- 
tern said, ''rousing.*' 

After listening to the man some little 
while, and admiring the '* qui te too awfuUy 
beautiful horses," Miss Sprightly took ber 
departure with Buffer for their afternoon 
stroll, and to lounge through the new 
Aquarium. 

" Wellj l'm blessed !" said the worthy 
groom as bis master and the young lady 
disappeared, "if the governor ain't a 
coming it strong. She ain't a bad 'un — 
good feet, and a neatish 'ed and neck. 
Ain't a bad stepper neither — good corkey 
action, but want's ribbing up. Ah !" 
he exclaimed reflectively, '*that's where 
the young 'uns fails. They wants ribbing 
up." Saying which he returned to bis 
other " 'arf of port." 



CHAPTER VI. 



ST. GILES' AKD ST. JAMES'. 



The wind was bowling and blowing in 
fìtful gusts, driving the rain along the 
dreary and deserted streets, a pitiless 
night, even for the tirae of year; yet, 
every now and then a poor, half-starved, 
ill-clad creature, huddling the rags more 
closely around her sheltered form might 
he seen dragging her wearied and wasted 
limbs along ; or some young, delicate over- 
worked girl hurrying her way, trembling 
and in fear, towards her wretched home, 
a bundle under her scanty cloak, work 
that must be finished for her fashionable 
employers by to-morrow morn ; unfortu- 
nates of the lower class standing under 
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the portals to shelter themselves and 
their tawdry finery from the drenching 
rain, accostÌDg passers-by with popular 
slang, or honied words, their paint-be- 
daubed faces wreathed in wanton smiles, 
though misery and despair was gnawing 
at their hearts. 

The gin-palace alone had their doors 
open ; poor, cadaverous creatures were 
thickly packed before the gaudy bars, 
stretching out their palsied hands for the 
liquid poison they had spent their last 
farthing to procure, the giare of the gas 
lighting up flushed and bloated features, 
and rendering them more unearthly and 
hideous. 

Ever and anon snatches of obscene 
songs or blasphemous oaths fell on the 
ear, and now and then a turn out for a 
fight, or a cali for the police might be 
heard. 

In one of the poorest parts of the vast 
metropolis a man was walking quickly 
along. He had on a top-coat that had 
once been a good and expensive one ; in 
the cut of it one might see at a glance 
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that it had been turned out by a master- 
hand; the hat, though well worn, was 
stili shapely, and savoured strongly of 
Lincoln and Bennet. His clothes gave 
evidence of long service, yet they were 
scrupulously clean and well brushed ; bis 
boots alone were good, and the small, 
well-shaped feet they encased, shewed they 
belonged to no half-bred one. 

Poorly dressed as he was, there was an 
indescribable look of a gentleman about 
him ; he walked rapidly along till he canie 
to a house at the end o£ the Street, at the 
,door of which he knocked and entered, 
groping his way up the dark and narrow 
staircase he opened the door of an apart- 
ment on the second floor, where, before a 
small fire, was an elderly woman, busy 
cooking soraething. 

"Ah! Master Charles," she exclaimed, 
as he entered, " I am so glad to see you. 
I was wondering where you had got too. 
What a night. Take your coat off, for it 
is dripping wet; bere are your slippers 
and a pair of dry socks by the fire ; I was 
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obliged to cook in this room to-night, for 
they bave company below, and could not 
spare the kitchen-grate/' 

** Company," returned the other scorn- 
fully, "pretty company; the élite of St. 
Giles, I suppose ? honourable members of 
the lower five. Well, nurse, never mind, 
I can stand a little extra fire this wretched 
night," and he proceeded to take off bis 
overcoat. 

He was an exceedingly handsome young 
man, of some three or four and twenty 
years of age, straight as an arrow, and of 
a weight that some of our ardent fox- 
hunters and horsey men would bave given 
balf their fortunes to be. 

He could get up well at eleven stone, 
and one needed not to look at bim twice 
to see be was a gentleman from bead to 
heel. 

The room was neat and clean, and 
four or five very handsome oil paint- 
ings of sporting subjects were hung 
up, regardless of order, on the sbabby 
papered walls. 

Some guns and fisbing-rods were stuck 
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in one corner, whilst in another were 
several large packing cases. 

On one side of the fire-place lay a brace 
of extremely handsome setters, who got 
up wagging their tails, and poking their 
cold noses aflFectionately into their master's 
hands to welcome his return. 

" Well, Nurse," he said, as he puUed out 
a short black pipe, and procQeded to fili 
it, "what is there for supper? I am 
ravenous." 

**Why, Master Charles, I have some 
chops, not dear, though dear enough, God 
knows," and she sighed wearily. 

" Never mind, Nurse, we must not give 
way. Bright times may come : there is a 
* Silver lining to every cloud ;' we shall 
remove from this den when the week is 
out, I have found a place that will suit 
US exactly, dose to Eegent's Park, two 
bed-rooras, a sitting-room, kitchen that 
will not be wanted for company, and a bit 
of a yard for the dogs, ali for a pound a 
week, and not dear.'* 

"A pound a week. Master Charles," 
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said she who was termed Nurse, ''but 
where will you get it ?" 

" Ah ! Nurse, there is the rab ; but I 
will put an end to your astonishment. I 

am appointed sub-editor of /' naming 

a well-known sporting paper, ** at two 
hundred a year; think of that. Nurse, 
think of that. No more starving and 
wretchedness ; it will be ease and in- 
dependence, if not spleudour, and who 
knows if something better may not turn 
up. I am like Mr. Micawber, and who do 
you think I saw ?" he continued, with 
increasing volubility, as he saw the tears 
glistening in the old woman's eyes. " Just 
as I was coming out of the office, who 
should I run against but Sir John Forest, 
who is home again after a two years' 
absence, and bearded like a pard ; luckily, 
I do not think he saw me, for I pulled up 
the coUar of my coat and hurried away." 

<« Why say lucky. Master Charles ?" in- 
terrupted the old woman. *'I think it 
would have been more lucky had he seen 
you. You know how good he is, and hovv 
fond he was of you ; but tben you are so 
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proud. You must not be ashamed to see 
him ; you bave done nothing." 

" No, Nurse, do ; as you say, I bave 
done notbing — not enougb ; but I could 
not ask a favour or accept a loan, and I 
know Sir Jobn would instantly bave 
offered bis purse. It is better as it is; 
wbat I get, I will work for." 

Tbeir conversation was at ibis moment 
interrupted by a knock at tbe door. Tbe 
old woman went to open it, and as sbe did 
so, a tali, bandsome man of fifty entered. 
He stood looking reproacbfuUy at the 
young man, wbo sat looking utterly dis- 
concerted and unable to say a word. 

"Well, Cbarley," said tbe stranger, at 
last, " you bave used me very ili, my lad. 
Wbat bave I done tbat you sbould cut an 
old friend as you did tbis af ternoon ? one 
tbat bas known and loved you from boy- 
bood, I bave run you to eartb, tbougb. 
Wbat means " (tbrowing bis eyes round 
tbe apartment) " tbis poor lodging — tbis 
low part of tbe town ? No concealraents ; 
I must know ali. Ab, Mrs. Grimes," turn- 
ing to tbe old woman, " you, bis nurse, 
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will teli me if he refuses. I will lay my 
life there is no disgrace. Charlie Thorn- 
hill would do Bothing bad or dishonourable 
— ^it is not in him ; I could almost swear 
it, for I entered him, and know him well." 

" Sit down, Sir John," said the young 
man, drawing up a ricketty old arm-chair 
by the fire, " and I will teli you my 
wretched history." 

" Wait a moment, my boy," said Sir 
John, puUing out a huge cigar-case, and 
taking two regalias from it, and handing 
one to his younger companion, "let us 
light up first. Now, then, fire away, I am 
ali attention." 

" Well, Sir John, my father " 

" I know," put in the Baronet ; " he 
died. Well?" 

" Died," continued Thornhill, " and cut 
me out of his will." 

" What !" exclaimed his listener, " cut 
you out of his will ? you his favourite and 
only son ! What the deuce did he do that 
for ?" 

" That is exactly what I should like to 
know," returned the other. " I never had 
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a word with him in my life ; or never that 
I know of displeased him in any way. At 
any rate, he did so, and lefb me penniless. 
A few of the old pictures he did leave me, 
and that was ali. My sister had every- 
thing." 

" Damnation !" passiouately exclaimed 
his friend. " I thought so. I got an 
inkling of it the other day. She bowled 
you outwell." 

" There was only one course," continued 
the young man. " AH was lef t to her, and 
she held fast. With great difficulty I got 
some of my own ; for she has a tight 
clutch, and is avaricious beyond measure. 
Her low-bred husband stuck to my guns 
and dogs ; but I gave him such a thrash- 
ing he was glad to let them go. I half- 
killed the snob. To make a long story 
short, I could not set aside the will, 
neither did I try ; so ali that remains to 
me of my honest share of a fair property is 
what you see," waving his hands towards 
the pictures. " Four or five of the best 
paintings, my guns, and dogs, are ali I 
have. Nurse would not remain with my 
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sister, though slie oflFered her doublé wages. 
The old woman cast her lot with mine, and 
hcrc we have been for the last eight montus, 
living on fifty pounds a year lef t me by an 
aunt, and the little I could make besides. 

** And how is that little made, Charlie: 
asked the other. 

" A pound a week at a minor theatre," 
answered the young man, putting his hand 
to his eyes, and sobbing aloud. *' I have 
just come home from the theatre now. We 
have had a long night." 

" Great God ! this is horrible — most 
horrible," said the Baronet, much moved. 
" I always doubted that sister of yours, 
but I never could have believed she would 
have been so utterly heartless, and have 
left'you to starve. Why she is nearly as 
old again as you are — five-and-forty, if a 
day. Who the deuce married her ?" 

" Who ?" replied the other, savagely ; 
" no gentleman — a fellow half her age, a 
market-gardener's son, a drunken dissolute 
ruffian — a fellow without honour or prin- 
ciple. He went in for the money of course. 
It.was not half what he expected though, 
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for my father left debts. But ber weddinor, 
Sir John ; it was grand. I was not pre- 
sent, though Nurse was. It beat cock- 
fighting.-' He had a raerry twinkle in bis 
eye now. ** Tbe fellow carne to cburch 
balf-screwed ; bis best man quite so. The 
amiable bride was as white as a sbeet, 
and as nervous as a girl of fifbeen. Tliey 
were ali in tbe vestry waiting, but Mr. 
Bond, tbe bridegroom, was not fortb- 
coming. 

** * Wbere on bearth 'as Baìley a gone 
to?' asked bis aristocratic father. * Don't 
none ofyou know ?' 

'' * Owen 'as gob 'ina in tow, father,' an- 
swered bis otber equally aristocratic son.' 
Grapes, I cali bim. ' I see 'em go out of 
that door,' pointing to one that led into 
tbe cburch-yard. 

'* * Well I barn blest, if tbis ain't a rum 
start. Run, tbere's a good cbap,' said the 
gentlemanly old carrots, turning to the 
clerk, * and see wbat their little game 
is.' 

" Tbe man did so, and presently re- 
turned witb a broad grin on bis coun- 
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tenance, saying, *They were coming directly 
— directly, Mr. Bond." 

** * Directly/ reiterated ray sister's irate 
father-in-law elect, * dash my buttons, they 
must come now. Do they think his rever- 
enee our pasture can be kept awaiting,' and 
he rushed out. 

" Well, when he got into the church- 
yard there he found his son with a Mr. 
Owen, a jolly sporting Welshman, both 
seated on a fìat tombstone. 

** * Keep your pecker up, old chap,' said 
Owen to the bridegroom. * Although she 
is an uncommon fat 'un, a little thick in 
the wind, and a level-toothed one as well, 
yet she has the coin, buttòn-park, well 
lined with tin ali the way round. With 
lots of work and the setting-muzzle on, 
you may get her into some form for slow 
work, but never fit for the post. Here, 
old feller, take a drop of this for my sake,' 
producing a bottle of three-quarter grog 
from his pocket ; * it will steady your 
nerves ; it's Giles's best. There's nothing 
in the marriage ceremony ; you' re not in a 
fuuk, are you ? Take another drop.' 
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" * Funk/ said the bridegroom, * no 
more in a funk than this cigar/ taking 
the stump of a penny one out of his waist- 
coat pocket with the ring. Nevertheless, 
when he was conducted back to the church 
by old carrots, he was in such a glorious 
state of trepidation and brandy-and- water, 
that he dropped the stump of the cigar and 
the ring at the same time, which went roU- 
ing away down the aisle. It took ten 
minutes to find the latter, but at last it 
turned up, and they were turned off." 

" Ha, ha, ha !" roared the Baronet. 
" Capital, glorious ! I see, old fellow, you 
have some humour in you yet; but ali 
these matters must be looked into." 

*' That is not ali, Sir John. Bond's 
best man, when kneeling and smelling his 
hat, knelt so devoutly he could not get up 
again, he was helplessly screwed, and had 
to be carried out by the sexton and clerk. 
The rural Dean who married them, said his 
church had never been so disgraced or 
scandalised, and that he had nearly decided 
on not proceeding with the ceremony. 
However, they were married, as you may 
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suppose. Not a single soul visits them, 
save an ex-detective policeman and a re^ 
tired cook from Gunter's — a fellow with 
black and greasy ringlets, and a commer- 
cial traveller or two, To escape the dis- 
grace, and to hide my misery, I left the 
neighbourhood and carne to London." 

" Ali this is sad — very sad, Charlie," 
said the Baronet, " but I think I can mend 
matters. You know, Thornhill, you are in 
no way suited for London, or an oflfice life ; 
it is not your forra, You have always been 
accustomed to freedom. There are few 
better shots, walkers, or fishermen than 
yourself ; and as for riding across country 
or over the. fiat are secondto none. Now, 
I have a proposition to make that may be 
worth your consideration. You are aware 
I have a largo estate in Yorkshire, and 
that I also train andkeep my horses there. 
Though not a numerous stud, it is a pretty 
good and successful one, and pays me well. 
Ifyouwill take the management of this 
estate and the horses, with a competent 
stud-groom under you, I will give you my 
house, rent free, which is on the property, 
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and five hundred a year. Is it a bar- 
gain r 

It is needless to say the generous offer 
was accepted, and at the time this story 
commences, Charlie Thornhill had been at 
his post three years, beloved and respected 
by ali who knew him. 

His patron, who was not a raarried man, 
often carne and stayed with him for months 
together. 

*' Charlie," said the Baronet one morn- 
ing, *' this time three years ago, do you 
remember where I spotted you, one cold, 
wet, and miserable night ?" 

** Yes," answered his companion, sighing 
deeply, '' in St. Giles. It is different at 
present — St. James's novv. Things, with 
tirae, have changed. I am in the upper 
ten now, Yes, Sir John, things are indeed 
different. Old Carrots def unct, his amiable 
son, my brother-in-la\v, killed by dissipation 
and brandy, and my poor unfortunate 
sister at rest in her last home. No will 
left, so I came into it ali. Would, poor 
thing, she were alive now. God knows I 
did not covet her money, or wish for it." 
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" Such is life, Charlie," said Sir John. 
** But, teli me, bave you never heard of your 
TTnole Tom, your father's brother, who 
went to India so many years ago ?" 

" Not one line, Sir Jobn," retumed the 
young man, *' bas been heard of, or from, 
him for more than twenty years. He, I 
suppose, bas gone the way of ali flesb." 

" Hark !" interrupted the Baronet. ** I 
bear the front beli. Who the deuce can 
bave come at such an early hour ?" 



CHAPTBR VII. 

CADDISH ALLSNOB, ESQ. 

" This is a fine cigar of yours," said Sir 
Squandor O'Leary to bis friend Captain 
Careless, " a mighty fine cigar I Just make 
a long arm will you, old fellow, and pass 
the whisky ?" So spoke the Irish baronet 
to his friend, in whose comfortable quarters 
he was sitting. 

" Well — they are good," returned the 
Captain. " Hang me if I know whether 
Lopez will stand any more, though, I owe 
him a tick already : but he is not pressing. 
By George, though, I must pay off some 
of the fellows — cut down a few oaks, or 
sell out." 

" I wish to heaven, my dear boy," re- 
turned Sir Squandor, " I had a few of 
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those same oaks to cut down ; as a rule, 
an Irish peat bog does not agree with thera, 
and what few tlierft were my late father 
took particular care of — they fell to cover 
a Tipperary election expenses. I verily 
believe the boughs that were lopped off 
those trees, cracked more crowns than the 
whole of theblackthorn shillalahs inlreland 
put together." 

"Ah, those were in olden times," re- 
marked the Captain ; " but now I suppose 
your estate is clear? You have been im- 
proving it for years, and that winning 
book you made on the * Grand National ' 
must have been a pretty hot one for the 
Ring. Why, man, you positively * skinned 
the lamb.'* Joke. Ha I ha I the coin you 
must have landed will pay off ali the 
remaining mortgages^ — won't it ?" 

" Every rap," replied his friend, " and 
leave a good balance in hand besides. 
Although I have Squandor tacked to my 
name, I have not been an extravagant man ; 
and as 1 am shortly to be married, and 
have done pretty well on the Turf, I mean 

* The Lamb won the Grand National. — Frinier^a Devil. 



WON IN A CANTER. 145 

to cut it. But, I say, my boy, if you are 
really in want of a few hundreds, I will 
le'nd them to you with pleasure; — that's 
more than every poor Irishman can do, 
however good his will may be. Dash it ! 
don't cut down the oaks — not one of them ; 
that is easily done, but they are deuced 
hard to grow and take a long time about. 
You know Hood's poem of ^ Miss Kilsman- 
segge and her precious leg,' and her French 
luisband's, the Count's, idea of trees — 
don't you ?" 

*' Can't say I do, Squandor." 

^' Well then, FU just teli it you; it runs 
thus : 

" * That the country was green, turned up with brown, 
And garnished with trees that a man mìght cut down, 
Instead of bis own expenses/ 



" No, no, my boy ; ^ Woodman spare that 
tree ' must be your motto." 

" My dear fellow, I was only joking. I 
am truly obliged to you for your kiud 
offer. I only owe one thing of any conse- 
quence in the world, and that is an ac- 
ceptance of £250 to AUsnob — Caddish Ali- 
snob, a most capital name for him, for some- 
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times he is atrocious, though take him alto- 
gether nofc a bad fellow; he has renewed 
two or three times already. I do not mibd 
the money, though it is rather inconvenient 
to me at present, but he must renew again 
— it is his inf ernal boring me to introduce 
him into good society that annoys me, I 
had him to mess twice, and a regular 
roasting I got for it. I was obliged to teli 
ali our fello WS how I was situated with 
him, or they would nevér ha ve stood it ; 
so they let him off pretty easy." 

**Ah!" said the Baronet, **that is the 
misery of having anything to do with such 
persons. Now the London season is com- 
mencing he will be for ever at you to bring 
him out ; should not wonder he wanted to 
go ta a levée or a drawing-room ; he is one 
of those who will not take a hint. Now as 
your regiment is going down to Windsor, 
it will be a capital excuse for you to get 
quit of him, at least for a time. You told 
me he was mad on fishing, just now — 
rather in his line considering his late father 
was a fishmonger — though I believe he has 
never caught a stickleback in his life ; stili 
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he must bave handled a great many of ali 
sorts in bis time. I teli you what, Care- 
less, we will get him off to my place in 
Ireland, then he can go in for salmo n and 
trout to his heart's content, and he must be 
kept tbere ; for as to bis worrying you 
now, the thing is siraply outrageous and 
impossible : he would be driving down to 
Windsor every otber day in that gaudy 
mail-phaeton of his." 

Their conversation was cut short by the 
entrance of the gentleman in question. 
He was a young man of some five or six- 
and-twenty years of age, well '* done " by 
a good London tailor ; ali his appoint- 
ments, as far as dress was concerned, were 
in pretty good keeping though a little too 
flashy; but dress could not rectify the 
very discernible want of breeding in him. 
He was, as Sir Squandor O'Leary had ob- 
served, the son of a departed fishmonger; 
at his father's death, coming into plenty of 
ready money, and a good fortune in the 
Funds, Caddish, having a mind beyond 
common soles, cut the fish concern, sold 
it, and determined, as he said, to live like 
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a gentleman. How he became acquainted 
-with Careless was — as was the case with 
many others — by bill transactions. Caduish, 
throiigh his solicitor, did a little in that 
line, 

"Ah, Careless," he said in a light airy 
way, on entering the room, " how are you ? 
Sir Squandor, I am charmed to see you." 

What the worthy Baronet answered was 
lìot distinctly caught, but it sounded very 
like, " D — d cad ! more than I am you." 

" Well," said Careless, " we were just 
talking about you. * Mention a certain 
old gentleman,' you know. I think we 
can fit you to a T in the fishing line." 

This was opening the ball oflF-hand. 

^'Fishing line 1" returned Caddish, blush- 
ing scarlet. " What do yon mean ?" 

** Why simply this," returned Sir 
Squandor: *'you are a great fisherman, 
and very fond of it — are you not ? 
at least Careless told me so. Salmon 
and trout, Scotland and Norway, and ali 
that sort of thing." He might have 
added, * you know more of Dutch salmon 
than anything else.' ''Well, down atmy 
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place in Ireland there is no end of it, My 
house in Tipperary is vacant, no one in 
it, or likely to be for some time." (He 
did not mention certain threatening letters 
he had received.) " It is at your service, 
and my keepers will do ali that is neces- 
sary for you." 

" I am obliged to you — very much ob- 
liged indeed," said Caddish, " but the 
season is just coming on, and I want to 
see a little of society»" 

"You can do that of course if you 
choose," said the Captain ; " but, as * ours' 
have got the ^ route,' l'm off to Windsor 
next week, and as I do not intend coming 
up much to London this year, I cannot 
give you any assistance in the way of 
introductions.'* 

" Bother the season 1" interrupted Sir 
Squandor. " I know it is coming on — so 
is the fishing season. Think how much 
better it would sound in the * Morning 
Post:' 'Caddish AUsnob, Bsq., has, w^ 
learn, left for the well-known fishings of 
Sir Squandor O'Leary, Baronet, Tipperary. 
We trust this skilful and indefatigable 
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angler will bave good sport. We be- 
lieve it is his intention to remain there 
about three months, and during tuat time 
we bave no doubt he will be able to 
render a good account of Sir Squandor's 
fishings.' That is the sort of thing 1 will 
put in for you." 

Oaddish, however, could not see it quite 
so quickly as his friends wished him to ; 
but, after lengthy arguments, he was pre- 
vailed on, and he agreed to start the 
foUowing week, with the proviso that the 
notice should be put in the " Morning 
Post," by Sir Squandor, as promised. 

Great were the preparations AUsnob 
made for his Irish trip. Charles Barlow, 
the celebrated fishing-tackle maker, and 
first cousin of the equally well-known 
" Billy Barlow," fitted him out. He had 
rods, flies, reels, and lines enough to have 
captured ali the salmon in the United King- 
dom, and gaffs and landing-nets enough to 
have landed moderately sized whales. 

What a blessing — a god-send, these sort 
of fishing gentlemen are to the trade ! — 
they keep it alive. I don't believe they 
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could go on without thera. Your real fisher- 
rnan is content with bis one or two rods, 
and a moderate assortment of flies — pro- 
bably dressed by himself, or purchased 
when he is fishing, of some locai man or 
poacher; but yourswell, who rarely catches 
a fish, must bave endless and useless things 
of ali kinds ; and a collection of flies just 
as well suited to the water he is going to 
as a quarrelsome husband and wife are to 
each other. 

In due timo Caddish arrived at Holy- 
head with certainly more luggage than the 
Livingstone expedition took with them. A 
quantity of baggage gives a man a degree 
of importance, especially if he travels with 
bis valet, as Allsnob did. Of course he had 
to pày through the nose for it, but that he 
did not care for, and though the long boxes 
of rods cost for freight more than their full 
value, stili he thought how he would make 
it up by the fish he caught. Visions of 
salmon cutlets, smoked salmon, dried sal- 
mon, kippered salmon, &c., floated before 
bis eyes, and made bim eager to be " up 
and doing." 
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For a man who is not a first-rate sailor, 
and Las certain qualms as to the state 
of his stomach and sea-legs, there is 
nothing like a cigar and a glass of hot 
brandy and water — it is always done, and 
although these gentlemen grow gradually 
paler, and fail to put in an appearance at 
the dinner table to partake of the standing 
dish of boiled mutton, vellow-coloured 
greens and turnips ; yet they are ali there, 
and frantically shoutingto the steward for 
basins — not for basins òf the well-known 
marine pea-soup, but for the purpose of 
contributing their mite to feed the fishes. 
AUsnob was one of these gentleman who 
have implicit faith in brandy hot; he 
was not so equally certain about the 
cigar, but it was the correct thing to 
have one, not one of his own from his 
finely-chased silver case, with his arms 
emblazoned thereòn (two flying fish in 
mortai combat, and a motto, " Fermior 
quo paratior"), but one of the steward's, 
a grand-looking fine-flavoured weed, such 
only as can be obtained of seafaring man, 
and who confidently teli you with a nod 
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and a wink, " that they Dever paid a 
fartLing duty, but got from a party who 
knew a party as was acquainted with a 
certain party down the Havannah way " — 
we fuUy believe they ne ver paid a farthing 
duty, for we doubt if the Customs could 
honestly or conscientiously have entered 
them as tobacco. Such was the fragrant 
weed Caddish Allsnob placed between his 
lips, and commenced pacingthe deck. It ia 
a most arausing thing to watch a landsman 
doing this. It must be delicious to sailors 
to see his feeble attempts tokeep hislegs; 
the lurch he makes every now and then, 
especially if there is a little sea on, or a 
nice lively ground swell. 

Caddish soon dropped his cigar, and 
retiredtothe " depths below," and quickly 
had the steward in active attendance on him. 

In due time he arrived at Kingstown, 
and made his appearance on deck, remark- 
ably white about the gills, and looking, in 
nautical parlance, more like a " washed out 
old shirt," than any thing else. 

He was soon on his way to Squandor 
Gasile. It is a nice gay-looking country 
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is Tipperary, to those who are not ac- 
quainted with Ireland. Bleak, barren, and 
savage. I won't pretend to say what Cad- 
dish thought of it ; but he inwardly vowed 
to return in a week. 

A miserable jaunting car conveyed him 
from the station to Squandor Castle. 

" Sure it's a pity," said the Jehu, re- 
moving his short dudeen from his mouth, 
• * that the barrownight, more power to 
him, does not live here himself ; but blood 
an' 'ounds the divils won't let him ; he riz 
the rents. Be jabers ! they'd make no more 
of shooting him than they would a cock 
rabbit ; bad cess to them, they 're great 
rufl&ans entirely. Troth, yer honour had 
better 'av' a blast at yer pipe to keep the 
cowld out." 

The beli at the entrance door gave forth 
a hoUow melancholy sound ; as is always 
the case in large and uninhabited houses. 
A shufl&ing of feet was presently heard, the 
chain rattled, the door swung open, and a 
shock head peered forth. 

** Faith, Larry," said the head to the 
car-man, " 'tis yer own blessed self ; and 
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the Bnglish lord wid ye, I s'pose ? Wel- 
come to awld Ireland, Sir ; we had a'most 
given yer honour up." 

" AH right, my good friend," said Cad- 
dish ; " and who may you be ?" 

" Blessed Mary 1 to think now — but suro 
it's myself forgets he's a stranger entirely. 
l'm awld Terry, the keeper, Sir; in de 
family wid the awld man and the present 
one over fifty years. But come in, Sir, 
Biddy will bave yer dinner at onst/' 

Paying the car, our fisherman entered 
the vast old hall. Passing through it, he 
entered the dining-room beyond, bere was 
a huge turf fire blazing on the bearth ; the 
room was well furnished and most com- 
fortable. 

'* Ha !" said Caddish, rubbing bis hands 
and turning to bis man, who had foUowed 
bim in ; '*this is more the ticket, is it not, 
Filcher? — that infernal old ball gave me 
the shivers." 

" Yes, Sir; tbis is ali very well, provided 
the kusin is good — lucky I thought of bring- 
ing a pretty good stock from Fortum's, 
else I suppose we might bave starved." 
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" Ha, well, I don't know what sort of a 
cook Sir Squandor has bere. Terry, my 
frieDd, what sort of a cook is Biddy ?" 

" Troth, Sir, she hasn't her aqual for 
biling praties in the whole barony; she 
sinds 'eiu up hot and maley, wid a bone in 
their backs ; but glory be to God, weVe 
something better for yer honour than 
leather breeches (the name of a potatoe) 
— there's a five-year awld wether kilt this 
week past — there's a fresh run salmon of 
eighteen pounds, a leash of lev'rets, and 
five or six couple of young rabbits for pies 
— sure they ought to have been left for the 
litters of cubs in the home wood ; but we 
must make shift wid an awld hen or two for 
'em. Then there's a nice little porker to 
have his throat cut to-niorrow, chickens, 
ducks, turkeys, and geese at the farm. 
Sir Squandor said ye wor to be made com- 
fortable, and bedad we'U do the best we 
can for yer honour, There's hogsheads of 
claret, and plenty of wine, and the poteen, 
mother of Moses ! sure it's grand entirely ; 
it wor buried in the bog nine years before 
awld Sir Squandor bottled it. l'il be ball 
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there's not such a drap of the cratur in ali 
Tipperary, sure wid the groceries it's ille- 
gant — not a headachein a bucketful of it." 

" Come, come, Filcher," said Allsnob, 
brightening up considerably, ** we shall 
do." 

" Thrue for yez," interrupted the old 
man ; " ye'U do well enough, you'U be 
after taking a cast for de salmon to-mor- 
row. Mr. Blake, Sir Squandor's agent, 
will be wid yez in the morning — troth 
that's the boy for invagling the fish, it's 
a trate to see him throw a fly — a dare- 
divil too he is acrost country ; and there's 
not his aqiial in these parts for brewing 
punch, or a song." 

Caddish dined; a haunch of mutton, • 
pancakes, a bottle of claret, and a jorum 
or two of poteen punch put him in a good 
temper, and sent him to bed hardly able 
to walk a chalk line. 

" Mr. Blake is below, Sir," said Filcher, 
as he entered his master's room in the 
morning; " he says it is a splendid morn- 
ing for fishing, and wants to know what 
time you will go, and when you breakfast ?" 
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" Immediately, Filcher ! teli him I will 
be down in ten minntes ;" and the ex- 
fishraoDger proceeded to dress himself. 
Knickerbockers of course, witb a pair of 
stockings of a loud pattern ; porpoise 
leather brogues, a coat — a cross between 
a blouse and a shooting-jacket- and a 
billy-cock hat. He thought, at any rate, 
he would take the shine out of Blake, in 
the way of costume. 

" Some ignorant boor 1" he remarked to 
himself, as he descended the stairs. '^ TU 
talk him down, though, with my exploits 
in Norway or Sweden ; but if he has been 
there it will be deuced awkward," 

On entering the dining-room, he found 
Mr. Blake waiting him — a good-looking 
man of about thirty, of an undeniable 
sporting cut. 

" Glad to see you, Sir, in our wild parts,'* 
he said, as Caddish bowed somewhat 
stiffly to him, determined on doing the 
grand seigneur. " Sir Squandor told me 
to expect you and bave ali ready. l've 
brought you half-a-dozen killing flies," 
taking some from the flannel round bis 
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hat. " London ones are not worth a rap 
bere; nothing like a locai fly. l'in sorry 
though I cannot go with you myself to- 
day ; they stretched poor O'Callahan, the 
thundering thiefs, yesterday in broad day- 
light in the bog, and l'm on the jury; 
then l've to give the bay borse bis last 

gallop before he starts for G y, so it 

will be late before l'm back, but Nellie 
•will be bere directly ; . I lef t ber and Skid- 
addler at a five-foot wall, she could not 
get him over, and would not let me give 
ber another lead with Roman Nose ; she 
said, ' FU sit bere ali day but FU make him 
do it' — and faith she will, too ; but she is 
surB to be bere soon. And as for fishing, 
she knows ali the pools, and can throw a 
fly better than myself/' 

" I do not quite take yet, Mr, Blake," 
returned our hero. " Pardon me, but 
who is Nellie ?" 

" Faix, Mr, AUsnob, I quite forge t. 
See now how remiss I am. Nellie is my 
sister — sweet nineteen — Spring, we cali 
ber ; my only sister, with the neatest foot 
and ankle in ali Tipperary, to say nothing 
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of ber face ; but, blood alive, sure on 
horseback she's a darlin'." 

" Vm deliffhted, charmed," said AH- 
snob, " to bave so fair a guide as Miss 
Blake," glancing complacentlj at bimself 
in tbe old-fasbioned mirror. " And O'Cal- 
laban, wbo was stretcbed, wbat is tbat ?'* 

** Ab, Sir," returned tbe Irisbman, " it 
is plain tbis is your first visit to Ireland — 
it's in a dreadfal state at present — no 
safetyfor a soul. O'Callaban was a well- 
to-do farmer ; poor fellow, be took bis last 
journey yesterday, tbe devils sbot bim in 
tbe turf bog. But wbat can you expect 
now, our judges bave to go on circuit 
witb a pilot engine in front to see tbe line 
is clear, a squadron of dragoons at tbe 
station to receive tbem, and escort tbem 
to tbe Court-bouse and back ! A terrible 
state of tbings, Mr. Allsnob. Poor Ire- 
land is on ber last legs, and ali tbrough 
tbe priests." 

" You do not raean to say," said tbe 
startled and borror-stricken Londoner, 
" tbat tbey raurdered biin ?" 

" Devil a less, Mr. Allsnob ; but bere 
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is the breakfast, you see," continued he 
(serving bis guest to a smoking hot salmon 
cutlet), " poor O'Callaban was dead against 
home rule, the ballot, and moreover turned 
Protestanti saying he had had enougb of 
the priest, and their dirty shifting ways. 
Well, he was denounced from the aitar, 
he received several threatening notices, 
but being a lion-hearted man, cared little 
for the bloody-minded rufifians. Passing 
through the peat bog yesterday, they took 
a pot shot at him from behind a turf rick 
and pat a two-ounce ball through him ; 
it must have killed him at once, for he 
was stiflF and cold when found. But bere 
Comes my sister." 

Looking from the window Caddish saw 
a slight, pretty girl, cantering a noble- 
looking borse covered with foam up the 
avenue, and jump oflF at the door without 
the slightest assistance. 

" Here, Terry," she said, giving the 
rein to the old man who had hobbled out, 
"lead him round and let him be well 
rubbed over." 

"Well, Neil," asked ber brother, as 

VOL. I. M 
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she entered the room, looking bright, 
fresh, and beautiful, and ali excitement, 
" did you get him over ?" 

" Yes, Fred, he flew it at last like a 
bird, took the bit in his teeth, ran me 
against a steep hurdle, and tore my habit 
as you see," exhibiting a rent about half 
a yard lonsf. 

" I trust, Miss Blake," put in Allsnob, 
" you are not hurt ?" 

" Oh, no ; not in the least. Sir Squan- 
dor's friend, I presume ?" 

" Yes, I have that honour," he was 
going to say, Caddish Allsnob, at your 
service ; but there was one thing he was 
not in love with as regards hiraself, and 
that was his name. 

''Ah, Sir," shesaid, mournfully, ''you 
are come at a sad time. " I suppose my 
brother has told you of the fearful murder 
of yesterday. I shall be so glad when we 
start for Australia. No one can live in 
Ireland in safety at present." 

" To Australia, Miss Blake ! You don't 
mean tò say you are going to Australia ?'' 

" Well — yes, Mr. Allsnob," answered her 
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brother. " As soon as I can sell the little 
property I bave bere, and arrauge ali Sir 
Squandor's aflFairs, I shall be oflF and take 
a sheep-run. I do not wish to be shot, or 
does my sister; there are only us two lef t 
of a once powerful family — ali gpne ; lands, 
bouses and relations — only Nellie left me !" 
And he looked affectionately at ber. '* No 
one with common prudence would remain 
in Ireland now — especially Protestants/' . 

" I am very sorry to bear it," returned 
Caddish, who had already taken a lively 
interest in the beautiful wild Irish girl. 
" But will you like Australia ?" 

" I do not think my sister will ; but it is 
*Hobson's choice' with us — bere we can- 
not remain. Perbaps we may go to Queens- 
land ; I am not decided yet. But my time 
is up" — lookiiig at bis watch — *' I leave 
you in Nellie's care. We stop in the house 
as long as you are bere. So you will not 
be so duU. Name your dinner bour — seven, 
I suppose ?" and without waiting for an 
answer, bustled away. 

" So, Miss Blake," commenced Caddish, 
'' you are to be my guide to-day. I can- 

M 2 
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not say how delighted T shall be of so fair 
a companion." 

" Mr. Allsnob," she said, looking him 
full in the face with her deep-blue eyes, 
" if there is one thing I detest more than 
another it is compliments — empty com- 
pliments. As we are to be frieuds and 
fellow-fishers, do not attempt them — they 
are lost on me, though I am but a wild 
Irish country girl." 

They were soon at the river's side. 

** The fish are on the feed," remarked 
the young lady, as she saw two or three 
bursts on the water. " We shall have sport 
to-day. Let me look at your flies, Mr. 
AUsnob.'' 

He produced his book, fiUed and bulged 
out by a largo and useless assortment. 

"Not one of the slightest use,'* she 
remarked. " Yes, there are, though :" as 
she turned the last leaf, her quick eye 
caught the right colours. ** Why these 
are my own make ! Ah ! I see — Fred has 
been setting you up. Now, Mr. Allsnob, 
it is useless fishing with a very large fly in 
anything but very rapid water ; these, I 
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dare say, might do very well for Norway, 
bat here, except with a strong curi on th^ 
water, they would be of no service." 

Caddish felt in a fix ; he knew nothing 
about salmon fishing — had never caught 
or seen one caught in his life ; he thought 
it better, therefore, to confess it. 

" You see, Miss Blake," he commenced, 
" I positively know nothing of salmon or 
fly-fishing. You must not laugh at, but 
put me in the way." 

She soon discovered he spoke the truth, 
for he cracked off two flies ; but with the 
third one, making a fairish cast in a quick 
bit of water, rose, and hooked a fish. 

*' Oh, by jingo ! Miss Blake — come here. 
l'm into him — he's a hundred pounds if 
he's an ounce !" 

"Let him go, Mr. AUsnob — let him 
run. He will break you like a pack- 
thread !" she cried, as she saw his rod bent 
almost doublé. " Let him run — don't at- 
tempt to check him. I will be with you 
in an instant. Don't attempt to give him 
the butt yet, or check him. What a 
beauty I" she exclaimed, as the fish sprang 
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high out of the water. "He will take 
sorae killing I can teli you." 

" He will kill me !" said poor Gaddish. 
the perspiration running down his face; 
" he is ag strong as a lion. Will you take 
the rod a bit ?" 

It was a different thing to see that six- 
teen feet of " green-heart " in the girl's 
hands, and the way she humoured the 
fish, let him go, and stopped him in his 
rushes. 

" Here, Mr. Allsnob," she said, at last, 
*' take your rod now; your fish is nearly 
beat : wind him up quietly, and I will gaff 
him for you — but if he makes another run, 
let him go." 

" By George, what a beauty!" gasped 
the fisherman, as he gazed with delight on 
the noble fish, lying on the green sward. 
*' Seventeen pounds, if an ounce, and fresh 
run." He was a pretty good judge of the 
weight, and condition of a fish. 

*' Your first spring fish 1 I congratulate 
you, Sir." 

*' My first spriDg fish and my first 
salmon, Miss Blake. I never caught 
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one before — but l've" — (he was going 
to say " handled a good many," but 
he stopped short) — "I have seen so 
many." 

About ten days after this Sir Squandor 
received the following : 

" Squandor Castle, May 6th. 

•' My dear Sir, 
" Your friend turned up ali right, and 
has been fuUy occupied e ver sinee his 
arrivai. He is no fisherman, but never- 
theless managed "the first day to kill a 
seventeen-pounder and two smaller ones ; 
he was nearly frantic with delight. My 
sister was with him, for I was on poor 
O'Callahan's jury and could not go. I 
sent you a paper about it : not the slightest 
due as to who did it. I think your friend 
is suro to remain for some time to come ; 
for, between ourselves, he seems much 
smitten with Nellie. What a good thing 
it would be for her if he would pop ! — he 
is not such a bad fellow, when some of the 
conceit is knocked out of him. We shall 
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see. I hope to bave ali your matters 
straight soon. 

" Yours very truly, 

"F. Blake. 

" To Sir Squandor O'Leary, Bart." 

"Blake!" said Caddish, one morning 
after he had been a month at the Castle, 
•* I want a word with you." 

" As many as you like, my boy." (They 
had become very familiar.) 

" Well, you see, Blake — that is to say — 
you must have noticed my great admira- 
tion for your sister; the fact is I pro- 
posed to her last night, and she aceepted 
me. Now I have an idea in my head that 
might suit ali parties : if I invest in a 
farm in England, will you manage it for 
me ?" 

It is needless to say the offer was ac- 
eepted. 

" Oh," said Caddish, to a friend he 
wrote to, "I have caught the prettiest 
spring fish you ever saw in Ireland." 

^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ 

"Justfancy," said Sir Squandor to hi s 
friend Careless, " that Caddish AUsnob is 
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going to be married to one of the prettiest 
girls in Ireland — my agent's sister ! Poor 
thiog ! she had nothiiig. Caddish has be- 
haved like a man, and settled two hundred 
a-year on her. Ile has taken a grass farm 
in Yorkshire — is going to breed and sei] a 
few horses. His wife that is to be, is not 
only the finest horsewoman I ever saw, 
but her brother Blake is such a hand across 
country as you rarely see. They will make 
a good thing of it." 

" I ani very glad to hear it," said the 
Captain. " And that reminds me that, as 
I ara in funds, I may just as well send him 
a cheque for that two hundred and fifty 
pounds." 

'* They will be married in a week," re- 
sumed Sir Squandor. " Blake tells me 
there was no end of fun with Caddish. 
One day he plumped into the river in his 
excitement to land a fish ; another he was 
sent flying through his horse's ears over a 
six-foot Wall; then his confidential man 
(whom, by-the-way, he has discharged) 
played a trick on his master that he would 
not forgi ve. This fello w wanted to get 
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back to England, and, to accomplish it, 
he thought he would work on his master' s 
fears ; so he wrote an anonymous Iettar or 
two. But Caddish was too deeply in love 
to pay any attention. Then he blacked 
his face, put his night-shirt over his clothes, 
and fired a random shot or two under his 
master's window. But Blake, suspecting 
who it was, laid in wait for him one night, 
and as he carne up the lawn, he hallooed 
out at him. The fellow turned tail and 
bolted like a deer, but Blake stopped him 
with a charge of sparrow shot ; he did not 
hurt him much though. The fellow was 
oflF next morning before anyone was up, 
minus wages and clothes — but with two of 
Allsnob's best rings." 

There are not a happier couple than 
AUsnob and his wife. She soon taught 
him to believe he was no sportsman, and 
that a man trying to commence to be one 
at his age was ali rubbish. 

" You may learn to shoot doves, Cad- 
dish," she would say, ** but you'll never 
be a game shot : rabbit shooting is quite 
as much as you can manage. You may 
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get a sitting sbot now and then at them of 

an evening. And as for riding— well, you 

can ride along the road very fairly ; but as 

to bunting, I won't allow you to attempt it. 

You bave one of tbe best and bandsomest 

cobs in England, and tbat ougbt to suflBce 

you. Ride about your farm, and look at 

your colts and cows, like a sensible fellow." 

AUsnob bred some capital stock under 

tbe eye of bis brotber-in-law, wbo went to 

Ireland every year, to Ballinasloe, and 

purcbased some good young borses at 

moderate figures, made tbem, and sold 

tbem at big prices. AUsnob was as bappy 

as be could be. 

"Just come and look at my Hermit 
Colt, old fellow !" be would say to some 
London friend wbo bad come down to see 
bim— " a beauty I" And the friend wbo 
knew nothing about borses, went back to 
town and told his friends that AUsnob had 
such a stud of borses, and a Hermit colt 
wbo was certain to win tbe Derby ! At 
any rate AUsnob and Blake soon became 
weU-known in Yorkshire as always having 
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come long distances to see one of Nellie's 
making. 

Caddish never repenteu bis trip to 
Ireland ; and found out that though he 
could not mix in the tip-top society, he 
was just as happy without it. 

He loved bis wife ; he loved his children, 
he loved his quiet country way of hving. 
He made money rapidly. " A deuced deal 
better that," he would say, as he put a 
beavy cheque a way he had just received 
for a young four-year-old — ** pays a deal 
better than doing * stiflF ' for fellows and 
not balf the risk. I wonder that gentle- 
man don't do more in the breeding way 
than they do. Blenkiron only began witb 
one mare, any man beginning with six, or 
even four, if he went the right way to 
work, would make a pretty good thing of 
it. Deuced lucky for me that I married 
Springl Tve feathered my nest pretty 
well already; why, I shall be a millionaire 
in a few years !" 



CHAPTER Vili. 

The ring that Sir John Foresi had heard, 
that ** early ring," was caused by no other 
band than by that of Shirkington Buffer, 
Esq., he and his friend, Muffington Blus- 
ter had come down into Yorkshire for some 
hunting. 

Shirkington had tired of Brighton, peo- 
ple had somehow or other got hold of 
what he had been, and he had not made 
the hit he calculated on; then again he 
had found out Miss Sprightly had no 
money, and as he had rather entangled 
himself with that young lady, he thought 
on the whole ib would be just as well if he 
absented himself before her mamma came 
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down upon him as to bis " intentions ;" if 
there was one he had a dread of more than 
another, it was Mamma Sprightly, so he 
talked his friend into accompanying him to 
Yorkshire. 

They soon found out that the horses 
they had were not only unsuitable to the 
country, but they had not enough of them ; 
it mattered little to either if their animala 
were good jumpers or not, fbr the simple 
reason they never jumped them, or if they 
did, it was over things a donkey might have 
gone. They were not bruisers over a country, 
but were difficult to beat along the roads ; 
but even for this style of riding two horses 
each with a hack were not enough, the poor 
brutes were galloped shin sore. So Shirk- 
ington, by the advice of Mr. Pastern, was 
persuaded into buying a couple more, as 
was his friend Muffington. 

Mr. Pastern now acted as stud-groom 
to the two gentlemen, with a couple of 
strappers under him, and grandly did he 
lord it over those unfortunates. 

Shirkington having heard that Sir John 
Forest's manager, Mr. Thornbill, had some 
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casts oflF frora the racing stable to dispose 
of, went there accompanied by his friend. 

" Two gentlemen, Sir," said the man- 
servant, giving Thornhill a couple of cards, 
*' called to see you about some horses." 

" Ah I" said the Baronet. " Some one, 
no doubt, on the look out for cheap 
platers for third-rate county meetings. 
Ali racing men know we have nothing 
good to dispose of, shew them in here." 

Shirkington and Muffington soon made 
their appearance. 

" We have called, Mr. Thornhill," com- 
menced Buffer, addressing himself to Sir 
John, '* about some horses we understand 
you have for sale." 

" Sit down, gentlemen," answered the 
Baronet, ** you have mistaken me, I ain 
Sir John Forest; that," pointing to his 
manager, " is Mr. Thornhill." 

" I beg pardon, I am sure," said Shirk- 
ington, colouring up. " I had not the 
least idea." 

" No apology is needed, Sir," replied 
Sir John. "Mr. Thornhill manages ali 
these matters for me." 
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** The fact Ì8," said Bluster, ** we are 
short of horses ; and as this is in the thick 
of the hunting season, we do not wish to 
lose time, and hearing you had some that 
were not fast enough for your hook, carne 
over to have a look at them." 

" Olir horses, gentlemen," remarked 
Sir John, " are in no way fit for hunters, 
they might do for cover-hacks, or canter- 
ing leaders in a tandem, but for crossing 
such a country as ours, unless with a boy 
on their back, utterly useless." 

Shirkington pricked up his "ears at the 
words " cover-hack." " Well, Sir John," 
he said, " perhaps you have some that will 
do as cover-hacks to dispose of." 

** I must refer you to my friend here," 
answered the Baronet, " I am sure he will 
have great pleasure in showing you what 
we have." Accordingly Thornhill and the 
òther two proceeded to the stables and 
loose boxes to look over those on sale. 

'' I really do not like to sell you any of 
these horses," said Thornhill, as he and 
the two others were looking thera over, 
" they are not fit for your purpose, if you 
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will take my advice you will go to a friend 
of a mine, wlio lives some four miles 
away, Mr. Allsnob has some exceedingly 
nice horses that will suit you. After the 
season is over, they will, if you choose to 
part with them, fetch quite as much as 
you will givo for them. Say you come from 
me, and I ara quite sure you will meet 
with every attention." 

'*Ah well, yes, Mr. Blake, that will 
perhaps be the better pian," said Shirking- 
ton, " we will go over," turning to MuflB.ng- 
ton, " and look over Mr. Allsnob's horses." 
"Lovely country this," said Shirking- 
ton, to his friend, as they drove along. 

•' But a deuced hard one to get over, I 
should say," returned the other. 

" I remember," said Buffer, *' a friend 
of mine once told me that Yorkshire was 
nothing to get over when you were used 
to it. Lord, what a fellow that was, to 
be sure. AH the good ones die off. I 
remember once dining with him at Exeter ; 
we had a fresh run spring salmon, a hot- 
house cucumber sliced as thin as a butter- 
fly's wing, and beautifuUy dressed, lamb 

VOL. I. N 



178 WON IN A CANTER. 

chops, and a bottle of dry fiz. Just as we 
were going to set down, the w alter said 
^ would you mind a gentleman joining ?' 

" ^ Not in the least/ said my friend, 
^ ask him in by ali means.' Well, in carne 
the gentleman ; we saw in an instant by 
the cut of his jib he was a commercial. 
We sat down and commenced dinner. A 
splendid fish it was too. When he was 
helped, the Commercial called to the 
waiter, 

" * Where are the green-peas ?' he asked 
as the man entered. 'Bring the peas, 
quick.' 

" * Here waiter !' bawled out my friend, 
* shew me into another room. FU be d — d 
if l'il sit down with a man who eats peas 
with his salmon.' And shown into another 
we were. 

" * Ah,' exclaimed my poor friend, as 
he helped me to a lamb cutlet, * dashed if 
I would not rather drink gin with the 
boots ali day long, than dine with a bag- 
man ;' but I say, Bluster, look there," point- 
ing with his whip. 

The object to which he called his com- 
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panion's attention io was a lady mounted 
on a magnificent borse, which she was 
putting over the fences a field off from 
them, and going as straight as a line 
towards a nicelooking house on the rising 
hill about a quarter of a mile distant. 

** By George !" said Bluster standing up 
in the trap, " if she only looks half as well 
off her horse as she does on it, she must 
be a stunner. What a pity we are too 
far off to see her face. What the deuce is 
she up to ? No hounds near that I can 
see, and too late to be going to a 
meet." 

" And too early to be leaving a hunt, 
she would not be jumping her horse 
like that, you know, Bluster," remarked 
his friend. " She has lost the hounds, 
and is returning home, depend upon it. 
There she goes, straight for the house. 
Well, she. can ride and no mistake." 

A few hundred yards further on they 
met a labourer. 

" I say, my man," asked Duffer, " can 
you teli me where Mr. AUsnob's house is ?" 

" Why, Sir," returnedthe man, " there 

N 2 



i8o WON IN A CANTER. 

it be," pointing to the identical white 
house where the lady had ridden to, " there 
it be, the white iin, under the hill there." 

" Hang it, old fellow," said Duffergiving 
the screw a cut with his whip, " we're in 
luck, we shall most likely see the lady. 
Come up, you lazy brute," giving the old 
nag another tasto of the whip. " Boil up 
a gallop, will you ?" 

"Does things properly," remarked 
Bluster, as they drove along the trim and 
well-kept drive. " See how well the pad- 
docks are railed off and divided, and what 
capital huts there are in each for the 
brood-mares and young stock." 

" By George, there's a string of horses !" 
he continued, as he called his companion's 
attention to about a dozen nags, ali hooded 
and clothed, each mounted by a lad, and 
walking in Indian-file round the exercise 
ground. " That's something like." 

They presently drew up to the front 
door, a clean nice-looking servant girl 
answered the beli. 

" Mr. Allsnob was at home, would they 
walk in and give their names ?" 
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The room they entered showed the taste 
of the owner. It was most comfortably 
furnished, with severa! very good oil paint- 
ings hung against the walls — not any of 
those cheap coloured sporting prints which 
so often find their way into the sanctums 
of sporting men, but something worth 
lookÌDg at. 

Their examination of the apartment was 
cut short by the entrance of anice, fresh, 
good-looking man. Our friend Caddish 
had vastly altered since he had married 
some six years back ; he had thickened a 
little, had given up his flash style of dress, 
was quiet in manner and altogether a dif- 
ferent person from the Caddish Allsnob of 
former years. 

" Very kind of Mr. Thornhill l'm sure," 
said he, after his visitors had made known 
the nature of their errand. " Yes, I have 
some nice horses, and I hope I may be 
able to suit you, if you will follow me we 
will go and look at them now." 

Both Bluster and Duffer were delighted 
with the stables and ali they saw, noble 
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horses in fine large loose boxes, well 
littered, and well done. 

" There,'' said Caddish, as a man opened 
the door of a stable containing four loose- 
boxes, " are four horses that will suit you 
well. I think," he added turning to his 
visitors, " four was the number you men- 
tioned, T will, if you like, have them saddled 
and shown to you. Here, John, send four 
of the lads and have them taken to the 
exercise field. They are perfect hunters, 
sound in wind and limb, subject to a 
vet's examination, quite up to your weight, 
and will carry you over any country no 
matter where. They were made by my 
brother-in-law and partner, Mr. lilake, 
who allow me to introduce you to," turn- 
ing to a gentleman who had just entered. 
" He will be delighted to show you how 
they can fence." 

The gentlemen then walked away to the 
exercise field where the horses presently 
came — first-class horses, in blooming coat 
and condition, short on the leg, and with 
great power and substance, they were 
walked, trotted and cantered. " Now, 
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Blake," said Allsnob, "take them over a 
few fences, will you ?" 

*'My brother-in-law," said Caddish, as 
Blake swung himself carelessly into the 
saddle, ** is óne of the most magnificent 
horsemen in Europe, he is my right hand, 
in fact I could not do without him — there/' 
he exclairaed, " did you ever see better 
form than that ?" as the gentleman in 
question sent his borse bounding over a 
stiff flight of raìls. " Just watch him, as 
he does that doublé, and the water be- 
yond." 

" Splendid, splendid !" ejaculated both 
gentlemen, as they watched the borse doing 
banks, timber, doubles, and water, '* a fine 
horseman indeed, and a grand animai 
under him." 

" The others are just as good, but you 
shall see them ali." 

" We are very much obliged to you, Mr. 
Blake," exclaimed Shirkington, as the last 
borse was pulled up, " very much obliged 
to you, they are nice horses, and will suit 
US provided the price does." 

*' We will talk of that presently," said 
Caddish, "there goes the luneheon beli. 
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You will give me the pleasure of your com-p 
pany. Walk the horses about, lads, till we 
come out again; and now, gcntlemeDj 
foUow me." 

" By the by, Mr. AUsnob/' said Bluster, 
as they sauntered away, " as we were 
eoming along just now, we saw a lady 
mounted on a magnificent chestnut borse, 
taking ali before ber in most splendid style. 
It was too far off to see ber face, but she 
must be young and beautiful. I am quite 
in love with ber, she carne this way — do 
you know ber ?" 

"A little, Sir, a little; but I bave an 
objection to your falling in love with ber." 

" Have you, why ?" answered the in- 
cautious Bluster. 

" Simply because," he laughingly an- 
swered, " she is my wife. That is the 
only objection I have." 

" Oh, I am sure I beg pardon," blurted 
out the abashed Bluster, colouring violent- 
ly. **I meant, you know, in love with 
ber riding." 

*' No offence, Captain Bluster, no offence, 
she does ride beautifully, Mr. Blake is 
ber brother." 
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But both Blake and Shirkington had 
turned away their heads to conceal tlieir 
laughter. Duffer was delighted at bis 
friend's discorafiture. 

" Now, gentlemen," said the hospitable 
entertainer, as they entered the dining- 
room, " make yourself at home. Teli your 
mistress," turning to the servant, " we 
are ready." 

" Whose portrait is that, Mr. Ali- 
snob ?" remarked Shirkington, breaking 
an awkward pause, pointing to a gentle- 
man in pink, mounted on a grey borse. 

" That," said the host, ** was my wife's 
father, a most inveterate fox-hunter, a 
leading man with the Galway Blazers ; he 
lived in the saddle, hunted six days a week 
and spent the seventh in the kennel. A 
rather amusing story is told of him ; ho 
was a confirmed bachelor, at least ali 
thought so, but one morning at the Meet 
the hunt was astounded to bear that Blako 
was going to be married. 

" * Married !' exclaimed the old Master, 
* Blake going to be married ; who the dovil is 
he going to be married to — a fox-hound ?* 
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'* Bat bere is Mrs. Allsnob, allow me to 
introduce you to ber/' 

Tbe ceremony beiDg gone tbroagb, tbey 
ali sat down to tbe well-covered table. 

" Nellie/' said ber busband, ** cut the 
game pie ; let me recommend you some 
game pie, gentleraen, we are famous for it 
in Yorksbire — or will you bave some of 
tbis barn, but I advise some of botb, tbey 
run capitally togetber." 

Nellie Blake, or ratber, Nellie Allsnob, 
was just as beautiful as sbe was six 
years ago, tbe same fresb and fine com- 
plexion tbe same faultless figure, and did 
the bonours of ber table remarkably welL 

**We saw you riding a very beautiful 
borse, Mrs. Allsnob, tbis morning, as we 
carne bere," remarked Duffer, " riding bim 
splendidly to — my friend, Captain Bluster, 
was mucb struck witb your performance," 
looking maliciously at tbat gentleman who 
coloured up to tbe eyes ; " were you not, 
Bluster ?" 

" Yes," said tbe bost, noticing tbe 
gentleman's evident confusion, and seeing 
bim uncomfortable, " Sultan is a magnifi- 



WON ÌN A CANTER. 187 

« ■ — — - — - ■ ■ 

cent borse. My wife is finishing hira for 
a young lady near this, Miss Hill, nearly as 
fine a horsewoman as my wife ; she is the 
daughter of an Indian Nabob, worth, they 
say, between three or four hundredthou- 
sand. He has bought a very beautiful place 
near fhis quite lately, but short time as 
they have been bere, it has beeu long 
enough to make Miss Hill the toast of 
three counties, and set ali the raen mad 
about bere. She is the most beautiful 
creature I ever saw. Sir Turbit Turtlefat's 
son is raving about ber, so is Lord Verrie- 
faste, and so are ali of them, but ber 
favourite seems Mr. Charles Thornhill, the 
gentleman who sent you bere — Sir John 
Forrest's friend and agent. A very band- 
some man is Thornhill — proud as Lucifer 
— but a general favourite with ali. Old 
Mr. Hill is remarkably partial to bim, and 
he has the entré of the Hall wbenever he 
chooses — but come, geutlemen, your 
glasses are empty." 

** Now," said their bost as bis wife rose 
to leave the room, " you must do as we 
do in Yorkshire, draw to the fire, and 



i88 WON IN A CANTER. 

light your cigars, and we will talk over this 
borse matter." 

After some twenty minutcs conversation 
it was decided that the horses should be 
their's provided they liked them after 
riding them over a few fences which they 
presently proposed doing. 

The price asked for them, first class 
animals as they were, was moderate. 

" Fili your glasses, gentlemen, or will 
you have a little jumping powder/' said 
their host. 

**Nothing better than this," remarked 
Bluster, filling his tumbler half full of 
brandy-cherries, " this is the lotion for 
my complaint." 

'* It's a way we have in the army," in- 
terrupted Shirkington, filling a large 
sherry-glass, and draining it ofi*. " l'il bet 
you a sov, Bluster, you come to grief on 
your nag and get a cropper." 

'* Done," said the Captain, " a cropper, 
I like that, hang it !" he exclaimed, 
valorously, " I feel as if I could jump a 
turnpike gate. For money, Duffer, you're 
* grassed.' " 
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** Grassed," returned bis friend, with 
rather a vacant eye, the sherry had done 
its duty. " Grassed/* he reiterated in 
supreme scorn, " I like that, why, I beat 
the best man of ours, Rasper, over four 
miles of the stiffest country in England ; 
but come let us be up and doing," and 
away they went towards the field where 
the horaes were being walked gently about. 

" Now then, Caddish," said Bluster, 
walking up to one of the horses, and 
taking the stirrup in one hand and bring- 
ing it under his right arm-pit in the most 
approved fashion, to try the length of the 
leather, " mount and let us have a spin, 
and lose your sov like a man." 

" You send and get a yard of Diaculem," 
returned his friend, derisively, as he swung 
himself into the saddle ; '* you'U want it or 
a little cobbler's wax." 

" Here, boy," roared out the Captain, 
"just let my stirrups down a couple of 
holes, will you?" he was a trifle paler 
now, and the colour of the brandy-cherries 
was fading out of his cheeks. 

Presently, ali being in readiness, they 
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started. Blake and bis brother-in-law 
saw at a glance neither gentlemen were 
horsemen. 

" Never mind," said Allsnob, " they're 
well-mounted and cannot come to harm.** 

" Now, Bliister," shouted Caddish, "are 
you going to lead, or am I ?" 

'* Oh, you go first," said the Captain, 
" you're a steeple-chase rider, you know, 
and bave beaten Rasper of yours four 
miles across country. Oh, you must go 
first, of course." 

•* Very well, Bluster," exclaimed Duffer, 
" come along." 

But at the first fence they carne to grief, 
the horses knew ali the jumps as well as 
they did their own manger, and were ac- 
customed to fly everything, they missed 
Blake's steady but fine hand. 

Consequently they went a rattler, and 
being checked in their stride, Shirkington's 
borse hit the timber heavily and sent bis 
rider spinning through his ears. The 
Captain's borse, also being hard held, did 
not take it so well as usuai, his rider went 
on to his withers, dropped his reins aud 
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hung on for a short time, but finally fell 
oflF on the near side. 

" Never mind, gentlemen," said Ali- 
snob and Blake, running up. " You did 
not give them their heads, have another 
squeeze at the lemon ; you'll do better 
next time. Here, Blake, just put the 
horses over again," this he did, and at the 
next essay the two rauflFs acquitted them- 
selves better, jumped ali four horses, and 
finally bought them. 

Mr. Pastern and another man were sent 
to fetch them. Grand and pompous was 
his demeanour wheu he rode them into 
their own yard. ** Yes ; there nice 'osses, 
very nice 'osses ; but then our governors 
are such thundering muffs. l'il bet some- 
thing less than four and ninepence to five 
bob, they gallops these 'osses shin-sore, 
with their cussed road-riding in less than 
a month ; they' ve had a cropper each a 
ready, for Allsnob's chaps told me so." 



CHAPTER IX. 

A FINE old place was Linden Hall, 
grand and grey it looked on the eminence 
on which it stood, surrounded by its well 
timbered and park-like grounds ; it was the 
beau-ideal of a country gentleman' s place, 
its quaint old gables and Windows, the 
beautiful green and velvet lawn, and the 
well-kept walks ali bespoke that the owner 
was a man of tasto and wealth. 

Linden Hall had been purchased some 
eight months previous by Mr. Hill, a 
wealthy retired Indian. No one knew 
much about him, except that he was very 
rich and very generous ; what few people 
there were within visiting distance had 
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called. The only one Mr. Hill had offended 
was Sir Turbit Turtlefat, a pompous over- 
bearing man to bis inf eriors. It happened 
in this way, Mr. Hill had been asked by 
Sir John Forest to subscribe to the 
hounds, and permission for them to draw 
bis covers as usuai. 

" Certainly, Sir John, with the greatest 
pleasure," replied the kindly gentleman. 
" I were no Bnglishman to refuse so small 
a boon; and as for my subscription, I 
shall give you two hundred a year. Some 
people bave an idea there cannot be 
pheasants and foxes together, I like both 
and I mean to bave them too. No one 
need over be afraid of drawing my covers, 
I allow no poison. A good man will keep 
the vermin down by traps and bis gun, 
mine must be done in the same way; 
neither will I. allow a single yard of wire 
on my estate, it shall ne ver be said any 
man was so trapped by old Tom Hill." 

When Sir Turbit heard that Hill had 
subscribed two hundred, bis naturally 
purple face became several shades darker. 
Fancy, he a City knight to be done by a 
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commoner in this way, was bejond en- 
durance. 
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gourmand, **£ancy, Hill gives two hnn- 
dred a year to the hounds ; damned pre- 
sumption, trying to get the npper hand 
of US old county families, and pavé his 
way with gold into the tip top society. 
Hang me if I don't give two hundred and 
fifty/' 

Now the fact was Sir Turbit's was no 
old county family, he was simply a very 
wealthy retired Londoner, who had bought 
his estate some few years back, and though 
he found his way into the best society, 
as wealth always does in England, stili he 
was known to be nothing more than what 
he really was — a retired tradesman. 

When Mr. Hill heard Sir Turbit had 
increased his subscription to the hounds, 
he merely smiled, for he well knew what 
had prorapted the Knight to do so. 

A fine noble-looking man was Mr. Hill 
of Linden Hall, somewhere about fifty 
years of age, but his years had not yet 
bent him, and though his hair was as 
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white as snow, somehow or otber it did 
not give him the appearance of age : about 
five feet ten inches in height, finely cut 
aristocratic features, good teeth, a clear 
soft grey eye, beautifuUy white hands, 
small feet, and faultlessly dressed, he looked 
as old Coverdale the huntsman said " A 
man without a stain in his pedigree — a 
right good sort, with quite enough bone." 

There was no Mrs. Hill, she had been 
called to her account years ago, his daugh- 
ter Mary was ali that was left to remind 
her father of what her mother once had 
been, before an Indian climate had des- 
troyed her health and beauty, and con- 
signed her to an early grave. 

Mary Hill was in every respect a beauty, 
and although she had only been in the 
county eight months, she was already a 
toast at every table. Tali and slender, 
though not thin, she was indeed a striking 
figure, dark, very dark hair fell in heavy 
masses far below her ivory shoulders, but 
this was only when her maid let it down 
to be brushed and dressed. No vulgar 
chignons did she require. Her eyes were 
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of the deepest violet, earnest and soft in 
their expression, with dark and long eye- 
lashes, ber hands were beautifuìly amali, 
long tapering fingers witb Albert nails. 
Her throat, white and elegant, and ber 
small and beautifuìly classic head, placed 
on in a way that none but the highest 
born can aspiro to ; her waist was small 
though not too much so, her arras were 
perfection, but her feet, they were tiny to 
a fault, and with the high-arched instep 
seemed far too petite for her height. Yet 
Mary Hill could walk as few women could, 
her smile, when she opened her ruby lips 
and showed her exquisitely small and 
beautiful teeth, was heavenly. No wonder 
then that Mary Hill was a toast — such she 
was at nineteen. 

Mr. Hill was sitting in his morning 
room, before a good fire, spelling over his 
Times ; his daughter was absorbed in one 
of Mudie's novels, the breakfast was not 
yet cleared away, it was stili early, but 
the Hills were early people and always 
breakf asted at nine. 

" Papa," said the girl looking up from 
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ber book, " may I interrupt you ; you bave 
been hard at work at your paper for I 
don't know how long, I want to speak to 
yoif." 

" Do you, ray darling ?" said he laying 
down the paper beside him, "what is it ?" 

" Why in the first place, papa, I want 
to know when Mr. AUsnob will have 
finished with * Sultan,' I do so long to get 
on his back. And you promised that 
when he is ready you will have a breakfast 
and a lawn meet here — you promised me, 
you know/* she added playfuUy holding 
up her fingers, " and you will not disap- 
point me, will you ?" 

** Disappoint you, dearest, certainly not. 
* Sultan ' is coming home to-morrow, Mr. 
Blake says the horse is perfeet, and I have 
arranged to have a meet here the latter 
end of next week. There you little 
puss." 

" Oh, you dear good dad !" said she 
running over to him and kissing him on 
his forehead, and fondly running her 
taper fingers through his snowy hair, 
** you are a darling dad 1" 
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** Now the next thing I want to know/' 
seating herself on a small stool at bis feet, 
** who vou are jd^oìd2 to bave to slioot wifch 
yoii to-day ?" 

" Well, my pet, that is easily aBSwered. 
Let me see, there is Lord Verriefast." 

** A coxcomb," put in bis daugbter. 

" Tben tbere is Major Bouncer Brag 
coming.'* 

" Ob, papa, bow could you bave bim ? 
the most disagreeable conceited man I 
know, I bate the very sight of bim, he 
cannot shoot a bit — 1 dislike bim more 
than ali things.'* 

'* Well, my pet, you wont see mueb of 
bim. The fact is, Mary, I bave asked some 
of the muffs bere to-day, it would never 
do to bave them with a lot of good sbots." 

" Tben there is young Turtlefat." 

"A snob, papa; a vain, disagreable, 
conceited snob, and dangerous to shoot 
with, for you bave told me so." 

"Well tben, you little puss, there is 
Captain Slyfox." 

"Delightful, papa, one of the nicest 
men I know, and one of the handsomest." 
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" But no chance for you, you little flirt, 
he is married." 

" Of course, I am aware of that, papa ; 
and Lady Mary, his wife, is the dearest 
person I know, I quite love her." 

" Do you, my pet ? well, presently FU 
teli you how Slyfox got her. Then ! I 
have Lord Lavender coming." 

"A dear nice fellow, papa; and Lady 
Lavender's quite as nice he is. He is 
another of my pets." 

" Well," replied Mr. Hill, " that makes 
— that makes five guns, then there's myself 
six, and Charlie Thornhill seven." As he 
uttered the last narae, he looked shrewdly 
at her, but the young lady was intent on 
her novel and was silent. 

" Charlie Thornhill," continued the 
gentleman, "is one of the nicest fellows I 
know. I quite love that lad, such a fine 
handsome gentlemanly fellow, well-born, 
and bred for a thousand — yes, for ten 
thousand I" he exclaimed enthusiastically. 
" Ah, I forgot, Sir John Forest is coming, 
a thorough gentleman that in every way. 
There's no one like Thornhill with 
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Sir John. The only man who can cope 
with Charlie in shooting, hunting, or 
fishing, is Slyfox, and Sir John himself ; 
but Mary, my pet," continued her father, 
** young Turtlefat is remarkably attenti ve 
to you, he will pop one of these days, 
mark my words, he will pop." 

" Will he, papa — well if he does pop, 
what then ?** 

"Why he is or will be very rich, 
you know, pet/' 

" If he had the riches of Crcesus, papa, 
rd none of him." 

" Right, my pet, right," exclaimed her 
father, " I knew you would none of him — 
bad form ali over. Then there is Verrie- 
fast." 

" Won*t do, papa. Not for fifty thou- 
sand a year." 

" Well then there's Major Bouncer Brag, 
he is a devoted admirer and proposes your 
health at least six times a week." 

"Well let him go on proposing my 
health, papa, as long as he likes, so long 
as he does not propose to me, for he would 
only get refused." 
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" Well then," continued the gentleman, 
eyeing ber keenly, " there is my favo urite, 
Charlie Thornhill, be seems a little sweet." 

** What nonsense, papa," colouring 
violently, **bo\v can you talk such non- 
sense. Cbarlie Thornbill, indeed, but I 
am going to order your luncbeon. I sup- 
pose you will bave it taken to tbe but as 
usuai. I sball drive down witb it at two." 
And sbe rose to go to bidè ber evident 
confuaion. 

" Here, Mary, stop, my darling ; stop, my 
pet. I am going to teli you about Slyfox ; 
tbere is lots of time, no one will be bere 
till a quarter after ten. 1 must teli you 
now, or I may forget it." 

" Well, papa, I will bear it," and sbe 
carne back witb tbe blusb stili mantling 
on ber cbeek ; so brilliant and yet delicate 
was ber complexion tbat tbe least rising 
colour told a tale. 

" Well, darling," said ber fatber, as sbe 
nestled berself at bis feet on ber low stool, 
** bere is Slyfox's bistory as Forest told it 
me, be calls it * Tricks of tbe Trade ;' but 
stay, I will read it, for Forest gave it to 
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me." Going to bis escritoire, he brought 
out a paper from which he read. 

The Upper Ten. 

Charlie was stolen, poor little Oharlie 
was gone; was there ever such a row 
before ? AH St. James' was in an uproar ; 
duchesses talked about it, countesses were 
furious, and ladies were perfectly frantio. 
In fact the haut ton and beau monde were 
ali adrift, the upper ten thousand were 
savage to a degree. 

Even the two Houses got hold of it. 
His Grace the Duke of Balderdash spoke 
to the Marquis of Twaddlebosh about it in 
the lobby of the House. 

*' Infamous, upon my soul, infamous !" 
remarked His Grace, " poor Lady Mary 
Foodle has lost her Charlie, I give you my 
word she has : too bad, too bad I she is 
the loveliest girl of the season, and there 
was not such another Charlie in the town ; 
they might have left hira alone. T\ì cali 
the attention of the House to this infernal 
practice, I will upon my soul, and get the 
Bishop to back me up." 
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Now Twaddlebosh had not the very 
remotest idea what ali this was about ; so 
he answered, " Hum ha ! quite right, poor 
girl, poor girl ; play such a trick with the 
niece of Grabemall, hum ha! monstroiis, 
monstrous ; days of fighting gene by in 
England. Why, don't some one cali him 
out, take him over the water, and shoot 
him. Bishops won't interfere in such 
matters, hum ha ! What bishop does your 
Grace allude to ?'* 

Twaddlebosh was not a sporting man, 
which Balderdash thought he was, the 
bishop he alluded to was " the Bishop of 
Bond StreetJ* This he explained to his 
friend, and that Charlie was no breaker 
of hearts but a beautiful little spaniel, — 
** Such a beauty, upon my soul he was : 
too bad, too bad I" 

Rewards were offered, but to no purpose. 
Her Grace of Grabemall's carriage could 
hardly get along the Row, so numerous 
were the inquiries for the lost favourite. 
Lady Foodle had to pulì up her borse a 
hundred times to answer questions and 
thank sundry swells who had heard of a 
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*' little dawg, a pootj little fellow, some- 
wbere np by the Seven Diais," not a word 
Ci wsicli «ras triie. it wbs oojv su czcsse 
to stop and speak to the beautiful girl. 

Charlie was gone, and, moreover, Charlie 
could not be found. The rewards were of 
no use, he was not forthcoming. What 
could be done? Lady Mary was incon- 
solable, but she was not without friends. 
Lord Xoodle was an ardent admirer of 
hers. Xoodle followed ber every where, he 
was her shadow, as were many others. 
But Noodle being related to ber Grace of 
Grabemall, and having a nice fortune 
as well as Lady Foodle, she thought if 
those two fortunes were joined together 
they would make one good one; and if 
Noodle and Foodle would come together 
it would be the exact thing. So his lord- 
ship had the entré of her house at ali 
times, as well as her opera box, and cer- 
tainly enjoyed mueh greater chances of 
captivating the lovely Lady Mary than 
rnost others of his acquaintance. 

Lady Mary liked Noodle, but not well 
cnough to marry him; she was fond of 
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having a string of admirers — What girl is 
not ? especially " the belle of the season." 
There was nothing he would'not do for 
the fair sex; he was a regular drawing- 
room pet. Lady Mary's lap dog he was 
called by some, and by others, ** that Lord 
Noodle was Lady Foodle's poodle ;" he 
was welcome everywhere, and seen every- 
where, he was really a most good-natured 
fello w. 

Being madly in love with her ladyship, 
he puzzled his brains, and at last hit upon 
a pian; ringing the beli, he sumraoned 
(not like his cousin, Lord Tom Noddy, 
tiger Tim) but his valet. 

" Hawkins," said he as his confidential 
man entered his room, "let me have a 
hansom cab here at eleven o' clock ; I want 
to go to the City ; and look you, try and 
find a respectable turn-out, with a cute 
knowing fellow." 

" Yes, my Lord," said Hawkins, " TU 
do my best." 

At eleven the cab was at . the door. 
" To the Conservative," said his Lordship. 
But his Lordship had no idea of going to 
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the City or bis club ; and he had no sooner 
turned the corner, than he opened the 
little trap-door above bis head and told 
the driver to stop. 

" Look bere, my man, I want to buy a 
little dog for a lady; where is the best 
place to go to ?" 

"Well, Sir," retumed the Jehu, "I 
knows a party in a back Street off Soho, 
where there are lots of nobby little dogs. 
Bull terrier, I s'pose ? Better take a tum 
there first, then to the Seven Dials, and 
finish at St. Giles' ; safe to find what you 
want at one of them places," and on he 
drove. 

Lord Noodle was not the only one of 
Lady Mary Foodle's admirers ; there was a 
certain Captain Slyfox, who wrote Honour- 
able before bis name, second son of fhe 
Earl of Uptosnuff; but as bis elderbrother 
was in a decline from over attention to the 
bottle and general dissipation, there was 
every prospect of bis speedily being not 
only the elder, but the only son. 

Slyfox was an uncommon nice and band- 
some fellow, and a monstrous favourite 
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with ali ; bis riding and shooting, and fish- 
ing were first class ; none could beat, and 
few could equal bim at any sport ; from a 
game of pool to a rat bunt, be " was ali 
tbere." 

Now it so happened tbat tbe Captain 
was in love witb Lady Mary Foodle, as 
well as bis friend Noodle ; and to be frank, 
Noodle bad no cbance witb tbe Captain ; 
of ali ber ladysbip's admirers be was tbe 
most favoured. 

" ni teli you wbat, Noodle, my boy," 
said be one morning, as tbey sat blowing 
a cloud, ** ni bet you fifty tbat if you pop, 
Lady Mary refuses you." 

"Done," said bis Lordsbip, "FU give 
you tbe same odds and book it, tbat if you 
do — and it strikes me you are sweet in 
tbat quarter, too — tbat you'U get your 
congé.^* 

** Well, J don't know," returned tbe 
Captain, " tbat I sball pop ; no cbance for 
a younger son ; but FU take tbe bet, tbat 
if I do propose, I am not sent off; and tbat 
if you propose you are refused." And 
away went the metalics to work. 
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Shocking bad fellows, to make a pretty 
girl the subject for such a wager. 

Auout the sanie tlme Lord Noodle loft in 
the hansom on a dog hunting expedition, 
the Captain received the follo wing : — 

"Deab Captain Slyfox, — What can he 
done ? Poor Charlie is not to be found, 
the rewards are of no use, you, I know, are 
acquainted with ali the haunts where dogs 
are to be met with. Will you not help me 
in my distress, and see what you can do ? Z 
shall be so grateful. You know what my dear 
little pet was like, a beautiful black, white 
and tan, and such a love of a little uose. Jf 
you are good and will assist me, you shall 
have the first waltz and third and sixth 
quadrine to-night at Lady Flairup's, where 
I expect to see you, and do not be late. 

*' Yours most truly, 

" M. F. 

"P.S. — Don'tforget Charlie^ come eably 

TO -NIGHT." 



" Cab in ten minutes," said the Captain 
to his servant. "And, Harris, if thereare 
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any callers, say l'm gone out of town." 
No one knew Lady Mary's dog better 
than the Captain ; he had taught the little 
thing many amusing tricks, and wasreally 
vexed at its loss ; so throwing his laziness 
off, determined, if possible, to find it and 
devote a whole day to its recovery. " Hang 
me," he soliloquized, " Fm a made man if 
I could only come on him. Fd chance it, 
and pop at once, cut the servicè (that is 
if she would have me), take a nice place, 
and come np with my wife to London 
every Aprii for the season. It would be 
jolly, so bere goes." 

He made a visit to ** Ould Nat's," en 
passarti, where he picked up a knowing 
card he was well acquainted with. 

" We'U have a regular turn to-day , Jack," 
he remarked to this worthy ; " and if we 
can only find the animai l'U give you a 
tenner." 

" Now, darling, one drop of Curafoa," 
said the old gentleman, ** and l'U finish. 
This part is called The Lowee Five." 

The rain was pattering against the win- 
VOL. I. p 
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dows ; it was a wet and miserable night ; 
the streets were ankle deep in mud and 
slush. Few were about ; only those whom 
necessity called out, or poor starving crea- 
tures who had no home to go to or roof te 
cover them. 

It was a miserable night, with a raw, 
cold, yellow fog, thick to stifling. 

In a smoke-begrimed room, reeking of 
tobacco and gin, sat two men dose by a 
small fire. Each had a long day pipe in 
his hand, and on a table between them a 
glass of hot spirits and water. They were 
not the only inhabitants of this den, no 
end of bird-cages were hung around the 
filthy walls, and many boxes with wire 
doors which held various dogs, were on 
the floor. There was a continuai snapping 
and snarling going on, which was quieted 
every now and then by a blasphemous 
oath from one of the two, who were as 
repulsi ve-looking scoundrels as could well 
be seen ; there was a look, a slang style 
of dress and hearing about them, that 
one well acquainted with these sort of 
characters would know them at once to 
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be dog dealers, or rabher dog stealers. 

" A nice rumpus about that 'ere animai," 
exclaimed one pointing with bis pipe to a 
box in the corner of the room. **rm 
blessed if they could make more noise if 
His Eoyal 'Ighness and ali the royal kids 
were lost. . Five-and-twenty pound offered 
£or that spannel. It's a lump of sugar, 
but it won't fit ; not but what they'd give 
fifty. But there's too much row about him, 
it's rather too 'ot to find him jist yet; 
they'd nobble us. Bill, in a brace of shakes." 

"In course they would," returned the 
one alluded to ; " in course they would, 
and in something less than the twinkling 
o£ a bed-post ; ali the bobbies are on the 
look-out, and no end of others ; but I rather 
think we have done them this journey — ha, 
ha ! Besides, what's the use of taking 
five-and-twenty pounds with a certainty of 
being nailed, when we can sell him so 
much better? Now that cove as comed 
in a 'ansom is a lord — I found that out 
from cabby— and lives in town, though he 
said he was from the country ; he ain't the 
chap to get over me though. He wants 

p 2 
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to buy, most likely to replace the one that 
is lost, but he was on the look-out for the 
one that was sto — . You know what I 
means. Now he little thought, the muff, 
he was a looking at and admiring the 
werry dog there is such an out and out 
stir about. It beats cock-fightiug, this do. 
Oh, my hi ! Now t'other chap as comed 
arter him I knows well. He carne with 
Nobby Jack he did, and said at once what 
he wanted — to buy a dog, a good un, for 
a pretty gal, one of his women, I take it. 
He is a good chap he is. Showed him the 
same, the black un, and he agreed to give 
me sixty pound for him. These oflB.cer 
chaps are the boys to part with the tin. 
What a rummy start it is, Bill. Now the 
lord hummed and hawed about the price. 
Thought it a long un, but will givo forty 
and come for him to-morrow ; but as the 
t'other agreed to price, why he's to have 
him in course, and l'm to take him up in 
the morning about twelve to his rooms at 
Knightsbridge. Oh Lord, Bill, what a h — 
of a row there'U be when he comes to his 
colour again ; but our name will be Walker 
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long afore that. I shouldn't wonder but 
he'U turn out to bo a black, white, and tan 
un. What a spree. They ain't quite up 

to US." 

" No," said the gentleman appealed to, 
" not quite the ticket are they ? Fair 
does, you know. I hooked it with him. 
You receives and sella. Fair does. Thirty 
for you and thirty for me. I goes with 
you, mind that." 

" AH right, my buck," replied the other. 
" What a set of hasses they are. Just as 
if we could be gammoned by blokes to take 
this 'ere spannel to a show. Now there's 
Conky Jim has advertised for to-night. 
In course he is fly, and the instant I took 
the dog there I should be had as safe as 
the bank. A dyed dog won't go down 
with , them, though it will with the 
flats." 

So it was arranged that the two should 

take poor Charlie, now dyed a jet black, 

to the Captain on the morrow. 

* « « « 

"Well, Captain Slyfox," said Lady 
Mary, on that gentleman's presenting him- 
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self, and claiming the first waltz. " What 
news ?" 

" Well, I don't know," returued the 
Captain. ** l'U teli you ali after we havehad 
the waltz. l've done my best and have 
been at it ali day. By George, you look 
magnificent to-night." 

"Don't talk nonsense," said the lady. 
" I thought you were above ali that. Now 
let US be ofi*," and away they whirled. 

"Takemyarm, Lady Mary," said Sly- 
fox, after they had had a spin round. " We 
will go to the conservatory. There is no 
one there, and it is so nice and cool ; then 
I will give you an account of my adven- 
tures." 

Seating themselves in a snug corner, he 
commenced. " The iustant I got your 
note I started to see what could be done ; 
but I had no sooner began to search than 
I found out Noodle was before me, on the 
look out for another Charlie for you." 

"I know it," said she. "Poor silly 
fellow ; such a good-natured creature, too ; 
he has told me that after no end of trouble 
he has found me a beautiful jet black one. 
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He is going to bring it to me to-morrow 
morning, but I can never love it like my 
little Charlie." 

" A black one," cried the Captain, " my 
dog for a thousand. I must see him about 
this presently," he exclaimed. " I went 
to ali the places, but could not learn any- 
thing of your pet. I had a capital fellow 
with me, one up to ali the rascals, but 
nothing could we come at. Now what I 
am going to teli you, you must promise 
not to mention till I give you permission." 

" Certainly," said the lady, " I promise." 

"Well," continued Slyfox, **at last I 
carne to a horrid place in St. Giles's, a 
regular den. Amongst other animals, they 
showed me a lovely little black Charlie, 
and the instant I set my eyes on him, I 
knew it was your lost favourite, but I did 
not say a word." 

" Mine I" cried Lady Mary, ** impossible ! 
mine was a black, white and tan." 

" Exactly," returned the Captain. " I 
know it ; only you see they' ve dyed him ; he 
is as black as a coal, but it is your dog ali the 
same. The poor little fellow knew me. I 
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was in a terrible way lest the rascals should 
twig — I mean, find me out. They are to 
bring him to the barracks to-morrow morn- 
ing, but I have a detective watching the 
house to see that I am not played false 
with. I have bought him for £60, but 
instead of payment a couple of policemen 
will be waiting for them ; but not a word 
to a soul." 

" Oh, you good creature, how can I ever 
repay you for such kindness ?" 

** Why easily. Lady Mary," he returned, 
" I, that is — dare I hope it ? The fact is 
that I — the fact — what a blunderer I am. 
Well then, I love you. Will you marry 
me ? There, Fve done it." 

" Oh, Captain Slyfox," said she, casting 
down her beautiful eyes, " I little ex- 
pected this ; at least, not here. I fancied 
you liked me, but — " 

" Oh, never mind," returned Slyfox, 
who had now got his second wind. " I 
must have said it some day. Say Yes, 
and l'm the happiest fellow in existence." 
And, taking her hand, which remained pas- 
sively in his, put the question again. 
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*' Only say Yes, Fm yours for ever." 

" Captain Slyfox — Charles — l'm yours 

for ever." And ber head drooped on his 

shoulder. 

« « « # 

"Lord Noodle, come to my rooms afe 
Knightsbridge to- morrò w morning, at 
eleven," said the Captain. "You have 
been dog hunting to-day. So have I. It 
appears to me we are both after the same 
animai." 

"AH right, Slyfox, TU be there," re- 
turned the peer. 

" And old fellow," continued the Cap- 
tain, "just bring a cheque for fifty, will 
you ? — that bet of ours. Lady Mary, you 

know. Fm the happy man." 

« « « « 

In a cosily furnished room, the foUow- 
ing morning, sat two gentlemen, each with 
a cigar in his mouth. These were Lord 
Noodle and Captain Slyfox. "Do you 
mean," said his Lordship, "that you 
actually proposed, and was accepted — 
stole a march on me ?" 

" Yes," replied the militaire. " Stole a 
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march on yoii; proposed, was accepted; 
ali fair, you know, in love or war," 

"Ah," sighedhis Lordship. "Well, I 
congratulate you, old boy. I had. plenty 
of chances, but never took them ; better 
luck next time." 

" Come in," said the Captain, in answer 
to a knock at the door. 

*^ Two men with the dog, Sir," said the 
servant, showing in our gin-and-water ac- 
quaintances of the previous day. 

" Ha, my friends," commenced the 
Captain ; " glad to see you. Brought the 
dog ali right, I see." 

** Yes, Sir," replied one. " This gentle- 
man," pointing to Lord Noodle, '* comed 
arter him too, but if he's yours I will get 
him, another." 

" Nice dog, ain't he Noodle ?" said the 
Captain, holding up the little animai bef ore 
the young nobleman, who was too much 
surprised to say a word. " Beautiful little 
fellow; rather a carro ty colour though, 
some of the black," holding him up to the 
light. '* Skin carroty, too — I say," and 
he turned round sharply on the two fellows. 
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wholooked anythingbut corafortable, "you 

are a couple of nice blackguards and idiots, 

are you not? Thought to humbug . ine, 

did you ? Fancied yesterday when I sawhim 

I did not know hira, and that he was not 

dyed ? You precious muffs, look bere," 

and, making bis arms into a hoop, " Jump, 

Charlie/' and away went the little fellow 

jflying through. " Thought to get £60 

out of me, did you ? My poor ladSj there'll 

be * such a getting up stairs ' for you 

for the next three months. Here, take 

them away," he said, as two blue-coated 

gentlemen made their appearance from an 

inner room. " Fm sick of such scura. My 

friends," he continued, as they were leaving 

the room, uttering horrid oaths. " Give 

up the dyeing trade, that is the advice of 

yours aflFectionately. Now, Noodle, some 

seltzer and hock, and l'm off, you know 

where." 

« « # # 

*^ Yes, there is no mistake ; it is my own 
Charlie," said Lady Mary, covering ber 
little pet with kisses. '' Your narae is 
Charlie, too," turning to the Captain. 
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" How strange I should cali this little 
nigger Charlie. Oh, Charles, you heavies 
are such stupes. You good-natured old 
goose. You might have seen with half an 
eye if you had only looked, that I cared 
only for you. Poor Noodle, I am so sorry 
for him. But Jl have two strings to my 
bow ali the same ; two Charlies instead of 
one." 

"There, Mary, is how Slyfox got his 
wife Lady Mary. Speak of you know who, 
and he is sure to appear ; for there is his 
dog-cart coming up the avenue, and ali 
the others will be here presently." 

'* Good-bye, papa, mind you send home 
plenty of game ;" and she glided from the 
room. 

*' Ha! ha !" laughed the gentleman, and 
rubbing his hands gleefuUy. " The little 
puss in love with the very man I had 
chosen for her. There is not one of them 
to be compared with my boy Charlie ; how 
she coloured when I montioned his name, 
but I must not let her know I have dis- 
covered her secret. No girl likes it till 
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the proper lime comes ; then she has ber 
poor mother's spirit. K I were to tease 
her about it, sbe would kick against the 
traces like a three year old. But, Charlie, 
sly dog, is just as spooney upon "her, as 
she is on him. I wonder when he will pop. 
Well, well, ali in good time." 



CHAPTER X. 

CHAELIE COMES TO GRIEP. 

The covers on the Linden Hall estate 
were of great extent, well preserved and 
looked after. Their worthy owner was 
fond of ali kinds of sport, from potting a 
tiger from bis howdah, to a rat-hunt ; himt- 
ing he liked, though he was not so great 
an enthusiast as some are, two days a 
week he could manage, not more. He dis- 
liked going long distances to a meet, and 
were it not withìn twelve miles from the 
Hall soldo ra put in an appearance. 

Shooting was his hobby, there he was 
always on his own estate, and never far 
from home. He idolized his daughter, 
who often accompanied him hunting, but 
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always met him on bis shooting excur- 

SÌODS. 

His eye would brighten as he saw ber 
driving her pony carrriage up to the ren- 
dezvous with the luncheon. 

On the morning in question, he was 
going to shoot some of the home coverts. 
Verriefast he asked, because his Lordship 
had frequently invited him to dine and 
shoot, but although he never went, yet 
in common cpurtesy he was bound to ask 
him in return. He did not much care for 
the nobleman for many reasons. He was 
an unmarried man and a bit of a roué, and 
Scatercash Moat, or the * Moat,' as it was 
called, was not a house that he did much 
care to let his daughter enter. Yet Lord 
Verriefast was a popular man in the county ; 
he subscribed handsomely to the hounds, 
gave good dinners, and many fond mammas 
had often been heard to say that Lord 
Verriefast's croquet parties were the most 
delightful things on earth. And gentle- 
men swore that no such wine was to be 
had as that at the Moat, that Verriefast 
was a doocid good fellar, his yacht at 
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Oowes Al., and that it was ali rubbish, 
high, moral, platform-people talking about 
his little establishment at St. John's Wood. 
What fellar would not do the same with 
Verriefast's incorae ? 

His Lordship was a fine aristocratic- 
lookingman. He dressed well, andbehaved 
well, before the world. And although his 
name and the name of his estate might 
have led people to suppose he was a 
spendthrift, he was nothing of the kind ; 
he had a fine income and he knew how to 
keep it. He kept his hunters, yacht, and 
denied himself nothing, yet he was a 
keen band at accounts, and never exceeded 
his income. 

It is no wonder then that mammas who 
had marriageable daughters, declared that 
Lord Verriefast was " a dear good creature 
apd greatly belied." 

Mr. Hill did not care for him, and 
although he was asked occasionally to 
dinner and to shoot, yet the owner of 
Linden Hall had been quite long enough 
in the county to have heard ali about 
Verriefast and his antecedents, for though 
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the nobleman was a polished gentleman 
yet nothing would bave grieved him more 
than that bis pet and only daughter 
should bave fancied bira, or, indeed, 
would be ever bave given bis sanction 
to bis Mary becoming Lady Verriefast ; 
tbat be would, if be got tbe cbance, pro- 
pose to bis daugbter one day, tbe old 
gentleman was quite certain of. 

His five-and-tbirty years sat well upon 
bim, and bis Lordsbip bad quite satisfied 
bimself on one point — tbat no girl witb any 
tasto would refuse bim. His admiration of 
Mary was undisguised, it was tberefore witb 
no common satisfactiontoMr. Hill, tbat bis 
daugbter bad tbat morning told bim bis 
Lordsbip was a * coxcomb,' and tbat sbe 
would not bave bim for " fifty thousand a 
year," wbicb was bis income. 

Tbe wortby gentleman tberefore wel- 
comed the proprietor of tbe Moat witb 
more tban usuai warmtb on tbis morning, 
knowing be was safe. 

Lord Lavender was a nice fellow, and 
a good ali round sportsman, a married 
man, witb a nice wife wbo was a favourite 
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with ali — in fact they both were. A fine 
distinguished-looking man was bis Lord- 
sijip, and doatingly fond of ali fieìd sports, 
and with bis fine means be followed it as 
it ougbt to be. 

Jobn Turbit Turtlefat, tbe only son of 
old Sir Turbit Turtlefat, was a fat pasty- 
faced young man of some five or six-and- 
twenty, be, too, was a deligbtful creature 
witb mamraas. Jobn would be ricb, very 
ricb, wben old Sir Turbit sbuffled off* this 
mortai coil, wbich was not unlikely to 
bappen at any moment, for be was fear- 
fuUy given to over-eating and drinking 
bimself. But Jobn bad a good allowance 
now, quite enougb to keep a wife well, 
and was in every sense witb some a 
" decided catcb." 

He set bimself up as a young coun- 
try gentleman, affected gaiters, knicker- 
bockers, and sbooting. He was a bad 
rider to bounds, and wben be did be 
generally carne to grief. 

Sbooting was bis forte^ at least, so be 
said. AH wbo bad seen bim admitted tbe 
fact tbat be was a good sbooter but a 



WON IN A CANTER, 227 



devilish bad bitter, except in covers ; tbere 
be generally raanaged to pot some un- 
fortunate beater or keeper, tbeir escapes 
from bina bad been numerous, it was 
tberefore not to be wondered at tbat ali 
gave bim a pretty wide bertb. 

Major Bouncer Brag was anotber of tbe 
same kidney, a fine sbooter but an indif- 
ferent bitter ; but tbis be would not believe. 
Tbere was notbing tbe Major could not, 
and bad not done, a gentleman of bis ac- 
quaintance once made a caloulation — a 
moderate one— and bad reckoned tbat tbe 
Major must bave lived at least a bundred 
and eigbty years, to bave gone tbrougb 
and effected ali be bad. He too was an 
ardent admirer of Mary Hill, as well as 
young Turtlefat, but as neitber bad any 
cbance, Mr. Hill welcomed tbem cordially. 

Captain Slyfox was a magnificent sbot, 
as was Tbornbill. 

Tbis was tbe party assembled for a 
day's cover sbooting at Linden Hall. Tbe 
beaters and keepers were waiting at tbe 
corner of a wood wben tbe party made 
tbeir appearance. 

^2. 
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" Here, Martin," said hìs master " how 
are you going to beat ; place the gentle- 
men, wiìì you ? I leave ali this," he saiu, 
turning to Lord Verriefast, "to my 
keeper, but I am sure he will put you 
where you will have shooting." 

Now Martin was a good and honest 
keeper, not one of those stuck-up know- 
nothing sort of idiots we so often see. He 
knew his place, and did his duty by his 
master who had a sixteen years' character 
with him, nor was he one of those who 
were always looking for tips. 

•* Well, Sir, Lord Verriefast will go to 
the top of the cover on the right, Captain 
Slyfox to the top of the cover on the lef t, 
and Lord Lavender in the centro of it; 
l'il send men to show them." He deter- 
mined he would have two good men at 
the head of the cover, for he knew Lord 
Verriefast would miss many more than he 
killed, and that Lord Lavender and the 
Captain would kill nearly ali they shot 
at. 

"Mr. Thornhill, in the middle of the 
wood, he knows his place ; the Major, Mr. 
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Turtlefat and yourself in a line with the 
beaters." He put bis master into a safe 
place, for lie had a lively recollection of 
Messrs. Brag and Turtlefat — in a line with 
those two gentlemen and the beaters, he 
knew his master could come to no harm. 
Then commenced hi ! hi ! and beating of 
sticks against the trees and bushes, the 
shouts of — Hare forward — Rabbit back — 
Mark cock — Ware hen ! — and so on, 
" Now, Major, hare to you, Sir," shouted 
Martin, as puss went loUoping away. 
Bang, bang went the Major's gun, but 
she was missed, but a shot from the centro 
gun settled her. 

"Mark cock," shout the beaters as 
a gorgeous old pheasant rose. Bang 
went Turtlefat at it, and down it went 
crashing through the trees, struggling 
on the ground in the agonies of death. 

" What the deuce did you shoot at my 
bird for ?" called out the Major. " You're 
always doing it." 

" Could not help it, old fellow, thought 
you were going to miss it as you did the 
hare," and he looked round at the beaters, 



230 WON IN A CANTER. 

with a grin on his fat face as much as to 
say, " Am I not clever IVe given it to him.'* 

" I say, Hill," he continued, " good shot 
that." 

"Yes, very good shot, but net your 
bird, Turtlefat," said his host. 

"TU Turtlefat him by and by, the 
confounded snob," muttered the Major, 
between his teeth. •* I can't imagine why 
Hill has suoh cads to shoot with him/' 

" Now, Major," called out one of the 
beaters, " there you havehim," as another 
pheasant whirrled upwards, both barrels 
were again discharged without eflfect. 

" D — n the gun !" passionately uttered 
he, ** what the deuce is the matter with it ?" 

"Well missed," roared Turtlefat. "I 
say. Major, why don't you have a gun to 
shoot round corner s ?" 

At thìs, ali the beaters gave a sup- 
pressed titter, and even Mr. Hill smiled. 

" I wish you'd keep your remarks to 
yourself," said the Major. 

" Never mind, look out," interrupted 
their host, wishing to put an end to the 
war of words, " look out — hare up. Hark 



WON IN A CANTER. 231 

at the guns at the top of the wood — they 
are at it now, and so is Thornhill." 

Many times and often did the Major 
and Turtlefat fire; but with very in- 
difFerent success, verifying their character 
of good shooters but bad hitters. 

" Well, Charlie, what have you done ?" 
asked the master, coming up with the rest 
to that gentleman who was ensconced be- 
hind an oak tree. 

" Fourteen pheasants, nino hares, and 
about a dozen rabbits." 

" By George ! what sport you must have 
had," remarked Messrs. Brag and Turtle- 
fat in one breath. 

" Get to the top of the cover, Sir," said 
the keeper to Charlie. '* We must beat 
up to t'other gentlemen," and he com- 
menced hi ! hi ! the beaters collecting the 
heap of slain which Thornhill had laid low. 

" One of the finest shots in this country^ 
Sir," he remarked to his master, "kills 
his game clean — not many rannera with 
him." 

" Yes, Martin, he is a fine shot, a very 
fine shot, and a fine fellow too." 
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It is needless to add that the two other 
gentlemen, though they said nothing, did 
not agrree in these eneomiuins. 

On arriving at tlie top of the cover, they 
found Lord Lavender, Slyfox and Mr. 
Thornhill had in dead done execution, but 
Verriefast had killed comparatively few 
head. 

" Can't shoot a bit, Hill, this moming," 
he said, ** not in form at ali ; by George, 
IVe niissed twenty shots if I have one !" 

"Never mind, Verriefast, stomach out 
of order, or too much salmon for dinner, 
eh ?" and the old gentleman laughed. 

*'No, Hill, no," returned his guest, 
" not that, but I cannot shoot to-day, that 
is ali." 

** We'U beat the cover over again, Sir," 
said Martin, "if you please; lots ofbirds 
and fur back — then we'll work the little 
spinny down to the hut for luncheon, and 
after that take the ninety acred copse." 

" Just as you like, Martin, I leave it ali 
to you," returned his master. 

Accordingly they beat the wood over 
again, and ran through the spinny to the 
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liut where they were to lunch — bere the 
game was ali laid out on the turf. 

" I wish Sir John had come," said the 
old gentleman to Thornhill. " We have 
had capital sport. I know he would have 
enjoyed it." 

" He would indeed," returned Charlie, 
" but he could not come to-day." The fact 
was, Sir John had heard Brag and Turtle- 
fat were to be of the party ; and having 
had two or three narrow escapes in cover 
from these gentlemen, and having a little 
regard for his life, had made an excuse. 

" Here comes Miss Mary with the lun- 
cheon, Sir," remarked Martin, as he saw 
her coming down the ride, driving her 
pair of ponies beautifuUy and with skill, 
her little tiger sitting behind. 

'* Well, ray pet, here we are," said her 
father, '* glad you've come, we are ali 
dreadfully hungry and fearfully thirsty." 

Lovely did she look on that forenoon, 
the keen air had given her a colour, her 
little coquettish fur-trimmed hat, her 
handsome jacket also fur-trimmed, ali con- 
duced to lend additional charms. There 
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is nothing a man likes so much as a young 
well-dressed, and beautiful woman. And 
Mary was tliis, and so ali the gentlemen 
seemed to think. 

" I see you bave had good sport," she 
said, as her eyes ran along the heap of 
slain. " How is Lady Lavender ?" giving 
her hand to his Lordship. 

" I have half-a-mind not to speak to 
you, Captain Slyfox, you promised to drive 
Lady Mary over with you to spend the 
day with me — too bad of you." 

" So I should, Miss Hill," answered the 
Captain, " only she is confined to her bed 
with a cold." 

"Oh, I am so sorry. Good morning. 
Lord Verriefast," bowing only to that 
nobleman. " Good morning, Major Brag 
and Mr. Turtlefat, I hope you have been 
shooting well to-day," but only bowing to 
them. 

" Oh, Mr. Thornhill, I declare I had 
quite overlooked you." The colour rose 
faintly to her cheeks as she said this, 
nevertheless she shook hands with him. 
" How is Sir John ? Very unkind of him 
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not to come. Martin take the things out 
of the carriage. I suppose I must see it ali 
laid properly. Papa does not understand 
it a bit; Mr. Thornhill, you must be 
butler, and when I see you ali settled T 
shall go for a little drive, and come back 
again.'' 

*' I wish I were going for a drive with 
you," said Lord Verriefast gallantly. " l've 
had nearly enough of this, I cannot shoot 
a bit to-day." 

" No, I cannot take anyone with me," 
she said, '* I am going on urgent private 
affairs." She said this so decidedly, that 
his Lordship saw it was useless to press 
the question further. '' I shall be back, 
papa, in half-an-hour," looking at her tiny 
watch. " Then I suppose I shall find you 
at your cigars and pipes. Let them go," 
she said to Martin, who by virtue of his 
oflBce as head game-keeper, would let no 
one stand at the head of his young mis- 
tress's ponies but himself, ''let them go," 
and bowing to them, flashed away. 

" The young mistress is to her time, 
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Sir," said Martin to bis master, as he saw 
the camage approaching. 

" Wall then, Martin, pack up the things 
— Eh, what ? upon mj soul I must bave 
fallen asleep ; deuced bad habit though, 
one I contracted in India, always sleep 
after tiflfin there. I beg your pardon, 
really I do," said the courteous old gen- 
tleman. " I must bave been asleep a long 
time, for I see some of your cigars are 
half out, but the hut is so warm and com- 
fortable." 

" Only forty winks, Hill," said Lord 
Lavender, **not more than ten minutes." 

** Well, now let me know ali about your 
shooting," demanded the young lady, 
giving the reins to Martin, stepping from 
the carriage, and thereby showing the 
tiniest little foot imaginable. "You are 
ali less hungry now and can teli me about 
it, and where you are going to finish the 
day ?" ali this she put in one breath. 

" I should bave done much better. Miss 
Hill," put in Turtlefat, " if Major Brag 
had not always shot across me, it un- 
nerves me so." 
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** Well, come, I like that," returned the 
Major, "that is rather good, is it not, 
Hill ? Who shot my pheasant, eh ?" 

" And who missed the hare ?" retorted 
the other. 

''AVell, youknow. Miss Hill," returned 
the Major, " everyone misses now and 
then. I never can shoot near Turtlefat." 

" Ah," said the young lady, " Never 
mind, you will do better after lunch eon." 

Martin thought otherwise, for both 
gentlemen had not spared the bitter ale 
or sherry. And he very justly thought 
that if they had not shot well before lun- 
cheon, they were not likely to do so after. 

'* Papa," continned the young lady, see- 
ing Lord Yerriefast was preparing to 
address her, " you have been sleeping, I 
know you have; it is a horrid habit, 
Lord Lavender, is it not ? But I must 
break him of it. I am sure you do not gò 
to sleep in that way. Lord Lavender ; or 
do you, Captain Slyfox ; or do you, Mr. 
Thornhill ?" 

" Ah, my dear," said her father. " I am 
not so young as I was, and it is a bad 
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habit, but my friends Lave forgiven me. 
Here, lads, put the baskets away in the 
carriage." 

" Well, papa, good-bye. I hope you will 
ali bave good sport, mind you do not shoot 
one another. And, Lord Lavender, I am 
just goiug home to drop these baskets, 
and then on to cali on Lady Lavender, 
shall I find her at home ?" 

" Oertain," said the gentleman. 

Bowing to them ali she entered her car- 
riage and drove away. 

The next cover they had to beat was a 
largo one, and the guns were placed as 
before ; there were good wide rides cut in 
it, and quarters were to be beaten at a 
time, for it was far too big to take ali at 
once. 

" You had better, Sir," said Martin to 
Thornhill, '* go up the rides well ahead of 
the guns." 

" AH right, Martin," and the young 
man walked briskly away. 

" Mind, gentlemen," said the keeper, 
'' no cross shots, here ; this is a diflferent 
cover to the other. And mind Mr. Thorn- 
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bill is ahead, straight up the ride, if you 
don't want to make cold meat of him, be 
careful." 

*' l'U bet you a sov, Turtlefat, I kill 
more than you this time," said the Major, 
to that gentleman, for he was very irate 
at what had been said about him. 

" Done," replied the other. " Make it 
five if you like." 

The shooting commenced. Hares and 
birds up in ali directions, and the firing 
was fast and furious. The old gentleman 
did not carry his gun but merely walked 
stick in hand with the beaters. 

*' Cock pheasant ahead in the dump of 
bushes," cried one of the beaters; the 
bird rose, but before it got four feet from 
the ground both Brag and Turtlefat 
simultaneously fired at it. Then came 
such a cry of anguish as is seldom heard 
at a shooting party. 

" By God ! you've done it now," shouted 
the keeper, as he dashed away foUowed by 
his master and a score of others. " Damned 
if they ain't potted Mr. Charles." 

It was too true. Sitting on the grass 
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was the unfortunate young man, deadly 
pale, with the blood gushing from bis 
chest ; he had torn off his coat and waist- 
coat, and the front of his shirt was literally 
dyed with crimson. 

" My poor dear fellow," exclaimed the 
old gentleman, kneeling down beside him; 
" you are not much hurt, oh, teli me you 
are not very much hurt ; to think that our 
day's shooting should bave such an end. 
Lavender, my good friend," to that noble- 
man who had come up with the others, 
" run to the Hall and teli them to bave a 
bed prepared ; Slyf ox, you, I know, will go 

to H ," naming a small village about a 

mile distant, " you will get there quicker 
than I can, bave a borse saddled for you. 
And, Lord Veriefast, you, I am sure, will 
do me the kindness to ride over to Sir 
John's and inform him of tbis wretched 
accident." 

"Now, lads, quick with that hurdle,'* 
exclaimed Martin, as three or f our of the 
beaters were seen bringing one along, 
*' off with your coats and make as soft a bed 
as you can. Poor young gentleman, it's a 
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bad job, he's fainted, Sir," to bis master. 
"I toldyer," continued bo scowbng at 
Brag and Turtlefat, '* to look out, I know'd 
wbat it would come to, for you've nearly 
made cold meat of me once or twice, afore 
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" I did not do it," exclaimed tbe Major. 

'* Nor I !" said Turtlefat, bis naturally 
wbite and pasty face, looking many de- 
grees paler. 

" At any rate," returned tbe keeper, 
" it must bave been one of yer." 

Slowly tbe men wended tbeir way to- 
wards tbe Hall. Not a word did tbe old 
gentleman utter as be walked beside tbat 
blood-stained burdle. 

In twenty minutes from tbe time of tbe 
accident, be was comfortably placed in bed, 
and wben tbe medicai man, some balf bour 
later made bis appearance, Tbornbill was 
stili unconscious. 

" Mr. Hill," said be, drawing tbe old 
gentleman aside. " Tbis is a very bad 
case ; I would ratber bave someone else 
witb me. Ali tbat can be done now is 
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to staunch the hemorrhage, and this, I be- 
lieve, I bave succeeded in doing." 

" I Lave already telegraphed for Sir 

W , Doctor, who will be bere in a 

couple of hours at the farthest." 

But their conversation was interrupted 
by the entrance of Sir John Forest. 

^^Good God! what is ali this, Hill? 
don't teli me !" he exclaimed, as he ap- 
proached the bed, " that he is dead, I 
loved that poor dear lad as a son." 

'* So did I, Sir John," returned his 
friend. *'No, he is not dead, though very 
seriously hurt ; a horrible accident, and 
though purely accidental, I would willingly 
give ali I possess that it had not taken 
place." 

The young man was breathing heavily 
and laboriously, and he slightly moaned as 
the doctor again forced a stimulant between 
his lips. 

" Hill," said Sir John, presently, draw- 
ing the former aside to the window, and 
looking intently at his face. '* I have been 
very blind these last eight months, I 
know you now, you are " 
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** For God's sake ! Sir John, nota word 
now, yes I am he you think. I will ex- 
plain at a more fitting^time ; not a word of 
this on your honour," 

" On my honour," said Sir John, and 
he turned away. 

The patient now gave some signs of con- 
sciousness, and smiled faintly, as he saw 
them standing beside his bed. 

" My poor dear lad !" said Sir John, 
" you will be ali right in a little while, 
your old nurse Grimes will be here almost 
immediately," and as he spoke she entered 
the room. 

Not a word did she ùtter, but she was 
deathly pale, and trembling from head to 
foot ; and as she gazed on the young man's 
features, who attempted to stretch out his 
hand towards her, burst into a flood of 
tears. 

The old gentleman was looking out of 
the window, evidently expecting the arrivai 
of his daughter. 

" Mrs. Grimes," he said presently, but 
without turning round, ** a word with you 
here." 

B 2 
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As she carne up to bis side, he looked 
full upon her. 

The instaut the old woman's eyes fall on 
his features, she started violently, her 
deathlike face was now turned to vivid 
crimson. 

" Why it is Mr. '' 

" Hush ! Grimes," said he, holding up 
his finger in warning manner; "not a 
word now, you are right, come to my 
study this evening when ali is quiet ; I must 
go for an instant to break this sad afiair 
to my daughter, for here she comes," point- 
ing to the pony carriage which was seen 
approaching up the avenue. 

" Mary, my darling," said he, drawing 
his daughter into a side room, and trying 
to look cheerful, "we have had a little 
accident, do not alarm yourself," noticing 
that she turned ghastly pale, " it will be 
ali right — poor Thornhill has been shot by 
Brag or Turtlefat, we cannot teli which it 
was of them." 

" Is he dead, papa ?" she faintly asked. 

" No, dearest, no, but very much hurt. 
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Doctor Wilson is with him, and Sir W 

has been telegraphed for." 

" Oh ! papa," she exclaimed, " why did 
you bave those horrid men to shoot with 
you? I had a presentiment that some- 
thing would happen, for both Major Brag 
and Mr. Turtlefat are always shooting 
someone." Her nerve bere gave way and 
sbe sobbed violently. Raising ber head 
sbe presently said. 

" May I see him ?" and tbrowing ber- 
self into ber fatber's arms uttered in a 
piteous beseeching tone. " Oh do let me 
see him, papa, do let me see him, that I 
may know he is not dead 1" 
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OLD FRIENDS TURN UP. 



" Pastern," said Shirkington DuflFer to 
his valuable stud-groom, as that worthy 
entered the room where his two masters 
were seated over their wine after dinner, 
*' I shall ride the new brown horse * Blue- 
skin ' and the Captain * Jack Sheppard * 
to-morrow; the other two, *Fake-a-way* 
and * Nix-ray-DoUy ' will be our second 
horses, take them on with the lads early, 
and mind the cart is ready at nine." 

Now Mr. Pastern was not accustomed 
to be spoken to in this dictatorial manner, 
and determined to resent it accordingly, 

" Surely, Sir," said he, " you wouldn't 
think of taking out valuable 'osses only 
just come in." 
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" Why, what is the matter with them ?" 
exclaimed both gentlemen in the same 
breath, " nothing wrong, I hope." 

" Why nothing as I know of," said Mr. 
Pastern, " but 'osses as comes into fresh 
stables wants to get accustomed to the 
water, the hay, the oats, and what not." 

" And thereby giving them rest," said 
Shirkington, '' putting fat on them ; these 
horses have been hunted regularly up to 
to-day, are in tip-top condition, and we^^^ 
said the gentleman, fortifying himself with 
a glass of wine, and for the battle he was 
going to wage, '' mean to keep them so. 
Now look bere, Pastern," continued Shirk- 
ington, and looking at bis friend who nodded 
bis head in approvai, *' the Captain and I 
do not intend to have auy more humbug, 
hitherto you have been master, and we 
your men ; this state of things will not do 
any longer, for I, that is, we are resolved 
to have our own way — first fiddle you 
cannot play any more, Mr. Pastern, and 
i£ you do not like it, there is a very easy 
way of settling the matter." 

" Just my opinion," said the Captain, 



248 WON IN A CANTER. 

nervously, lighting a fresh cigar, " it will 
not do any longer, Pastern, you will be 
man, hoad-man if you like, but only man," 
and the Captain gulped down bis rising 
indignation with a glass of sherry ; bufc 
as it happened to be whiskey which the 
gallant gentleman had helped himself to, it 
made him splutter considerably, turn very 
red in the face, and gasp for breath, 
and made him look anything but digni- 
fied. 

Mr. Pastern was petrified, bis tongue 
elove to the roof of bis mouth, and he was 
unable to utter a word ; at last he gasped 
out, " Well, l'm blest," but coUecting bis 
scattered thoughts said, " I should just 
like to know who is my master, and wbo 
is man — I suppose T am, for I give you 
both notice at once, that I give you notice 
to leave, I won't be responsible for your 
'osses any longer ; I don't even require 
a month's warning, pay me hupp, and 
Tm oflF." 

This was exactly what both gentlemen 
wished, for Blake had that day put them 
up to the doings' of their stud-groora, 
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and had a good man ready to take Mr. 
Pastern's place at an instant's notice. 

It suited Pastern too, for he had that 
day partly engaged himself to a widowed 
lady and her daughter, who had just come 
into the country, to look after the elder 
lady's pony carriage, and the younger one's 
riding horse, so it was only a question of 
time with him. 

These ladies were no others than Mrs. 
Sprightly and her daughter, who had 
found their way up from Brighton to the 
North. 

After Shirkington had given Miss 
Sprightly the go by, that young lady 
found that time hung rather heavy on her 
hands. There were no more walks on the 
West Pier, no visits to the Aquarium, or 
lounges in the Pavillion, so she established 
a tick with a job-master to mount her to 
the Brighton harriers, with a groom in 
broad belt to ride near her. Many and 
heavy were the gallops she gave her hors© 
over the Downs ; and her unfortunate 
servitor, mopping the perspiration from his 
brow, often declared that flesh and blood 
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couldn't stand it, and that 'osses legs, if 
they were made of steel bars would fall to ^ 

VllfQ 

•* I never," said the man to bis master, 
as he was scraping down the horses, " see 
such a oner to go, never in ali my born 
days." 

At this time the widow Sprightly had a 
windfall in the shape of a five thousand 
pounds legacy, and her daughter, one 
thousand ; but her mamma, probably net 
knowing the difference between legacy 
and incorae, informed ali her friends, with 
a grand air, 

" My daughter's incorae, you know, ia 
a thousand^ not much I admit, but stili 
quite enough to keep her in dress, gloves, 
and her riding-horse." 

Miss Sprightly was a pretty girl, with 
a fine figure and foot, and with a keen 
eye to the future. 

Although Shirkington had used her so 
cavalierly, she felt quite convinced that if 
she had only a fair field she could bring 
him to hook. Sheknew hislove of money, 
and she also knew that both he and his 
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friend were at in Yorkshire, and 

thither she determined on following them. 

"Mamma dear," she commenced, one 
morning, as she sat tapping her foot on 
the fender, " I am so heartily sick of 
Brighton, do let us go somewhere else, it 
is time I was married, as you have often 
told me. Now, if you will only do as I 
wish, it may ali be well, and six months 
will not only see me married, but married 
to a man of money." 

" Who is that, Bessy ?" said her mother, 
considerably startled at this abrupt dis- 
closure. 

" Who, mamma ? why Shirkington 
DuflTer, of course." 

" Shirkington Duffer 1" exclaimed her 
parent; '* why he treated you infamously, 
infamously !" said the widow, reddening up. 

" Well, so he did," returned the young 
lady ; " but I mean to have him ali the 
same for that," she continued. " They 

are hunting at in Yorkshire, I know 

ali about it." 

She did not inform her mother that 
she had bribed Pastern with a sovereign 
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and five shillings worth of stamps, tokeep 
her cognisant with the doings of bis 
master. 

" We will go down to Yorkshire, take 
a little cottage in the neighbourhood they 
are hunting, hire a nice pony and carriage, 
and riding horse for myself. The servant 
can drive you to the Meets, it will do you 
good, mamma," she added, playfuUy. " If 
I do not bring Shirkington to book, my 
name is not what it is, and if I fail," she 
added, " I will be at ali the expense of 
the carriage and horses, and pay it out of 
my thousand; we must live somewhere, 
you know, and it will be cheaper there 
than bere." 

It was thus agreed that they should 
start at once, and a week afterwards saw 
them located in a snug little cottage about 
five miles from where Shirkington and his 
friend had pitched their quarters. The 
widow was soon provided with a showy 
little pony and basket-carriage, and the 
young lady had purchased a very decent 
old hunter, with some money she had 
coaxed an old aunt out of. 
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Her thousand pounds she had invested 
at five per cent, the interest of which 
would keep the horses, and only leave 
mamma the expense of the servant. 

Shirkington and his friend started 
punctually at nine the next morning, the 
horses had been sent on, and a messenger 
dispatched to Blake to send their new 
groom immediately. 

" I wonder how we shall get on with 
our new nags to-day," said Bluster, puff- 
ing at a huge cigar which would burn ali 
on one side. ** This is a favourite Meet, 
and lots will be there, I should not like 
to come to grief before the field." 

" Grief be hanged," returned his friend, 
" ali hunting men come to grief now and 
then ; by Jove, there are plenty ahead of 
US," pointing with his whip to several 
pink coats jogging along in the distance. 

" And there is a pony chaise with a lady 
riding alongside of it," added the Captain, 
" who the deuce can it be ?" 

*'I am sure I don't know," returned 
the other, " ali ladies hunt bere ; she has a 
deuced good figure though, sits her borse 
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wel], which does not seem to be a bad 
sort either," he continued. 

" I wonder if it is Mrs. Allsnob ?'' asked 
the Captain. 

" No, it is not Mrs. Allsnob, she rides 
in a topped hat, and no chignon ; besides 
Mrs. Allsnob told me she rarely went with 
these hounds, only when they were near 
her place — she hunts with the other pack. 
This one has a billy-cock, or a porkpie, or 
whatever you cali it, and hair enough 
behind to stuff a saddle with ; she has a 
splendid figure though, we will soon see 
who she is," laying his whip gently across 
the borse' s withers. 

" By the holy Moses, it is Mrs. Sprightly 
and her daughter, and that d — d Pastem 
driving!" whispered the Captain to his 
friend, as they drew nearly alongside. 
'* You bave put your foot into it pretty con- 
siderably, my lad," he continued, as Shirk- 
ington seemed disposed to bang back, 
" dash it, man, don't funk it, go ahead ; 
you must speak to them, in for a penny 
in for a pound." 

" Good gracious, mamma !" exclaimed 
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the young lady as they carne iip, " why 
bere is Captain Bluster and Mr. Duflfer," 
smiling sweetly on both gentlemen. " Who 
on earth would bave thought of meeting 
you down bere, in these wilds of Africa ?" 

The mamma contented herself with a 
stately bow, as an old band sbe knew it 
would be bad policy to give tbem too 
bearty a welcome. 

" DeHgbted l'm sure," said Sbirkington, 
blusbing as scarlet as tbe collar of bis coat 
wbicb sbewed above bis Ulster, " never 
was more pleased in my life. I bope you 
are quite well, Mrs. Sprigbtly ?" address- 
ing bimself to tbat lady, wbo was lounging 
elegantly back in ber carriage ; '* going to 
tbe Meet, I presume ?" 

" Yes, Mr. DuflFer ; Bessy, you know, has 
taken to bunting — tbink wbat we poor 
mammas bave to go tbrougb, I bave to 
escort ber in my bumble little carriage to 
ali tbe Meets for propriety sake, and 
tben tbe wild girl scampers over balf tbe 
country ; sbe will break ber neck one of 
tbese days, I am sure sbe will, sbe is so 
dreadfuUy daring. I bave taken a cottage, 
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(naming it) for the rest of the hunting 
season, so that Bessy can indulge in this 
wild mania of hers." 

^* Most delighted, I am sure," said 
Shirkington, ^' to keep near her and show 
her the way, and so will Bluster/' which 
was very kind of them, seeing that neither 
knew anything at ali of the country, pro- 
bably less than the young lady herself. 

" Oh, so kind, so very kind of you, Mr. 
Duflfer !" exclaimed the young lady, "-now, 
mamma, you cannot be uneasy." 

" Not at ali, my darling, now that you 
have such an escort ; but perhaps Captain 
Bluster and Mr. Duffer will kindly see 
you home, then my mind will be quite 
relieved, and perhaps they will do us 
the pleasure of dining quite in a friendly 
way." 

Both gentlemen expressed the great 
delight it would give them to take charge 
of the young lady and see her through the 
day and home, but demurred as to dining, 
alluding to their dress, &c., but finding 
that the widow's cottage was only fi ve 
miles from their own place, consented to 
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do so, Bluster remarking. " It was very 
easy to put one of the hacks into the cart 
and drive over comfortably." 

They soon arrived at the Meet, and the 
young lady created the usuai sensation 
that a strange face always does at a hunt. 
Doocìd fine girl I" said one. 
Stunning figure !" remarked another. 

" I am sure I see nothing in her face or 
figure," said old Miss Dutchbild, who rode 
about fourteen stone, and was mounted 
on an old roman-nosed, wind-galled, 
spavined, capped-hocked brute, with a 
rat-tail, and not worth ten pounds. "I 
am sure I see nothing in her except that 
she. seems exceedingly pert and bold." 

" But you will at any rate allow," said 
a gentleman, to whom these observations 
were addressed, "that she is capitally 
mounted. I know her horse well, one of 
the best lady's hunters in the county, 
and you must admit," he continued, " that 
she has a splendid figure, her habit, fault- 
lessly made and fitting to perfection." 

This was a cruel cut at the venerable 
spinster, whose figure was anything but 
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slim and elegant, and her old blue habit, 
the fashion of thirty years ago ; the large 
rents which, badly mended, did nofc 
show well againstthe glossy newblack one 
of Bessy Sprightly's, who perfectly under- 
stood remarks were being made about her, 
but sat upon her borse quite unconcerned, 
talking to her two new-found friends who 
had just mounted, and in ali their glory 
in well-cut pinks and spotless buckskins. 

The Master of the hounds was talking 
to Lady Lavender, Lady Mary, and Mrs. 
Turtlefat, who were drawn up ih their 
carriages in a little knot. 

Lord Verriefast was one of the group, 
and mounted on a magnificent chestnut 
hunter. 

" I can assure Mr. Conyers," said Mrs. 
Turtlefat, addressing herself to the Master 
of the hounds, '* poor John is brokpn 
hearted about it, he says it is utterly im- 
possible he could bave shot Mr. Thornhill. 
Now don't you think so. Lord Verriefast ?" 
turning to him, "you were there, and 
must know ali about it." 

" The fact is, Lady Turtlefat," said the 
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nobleman, " he was shot by both. You 
see Thornhill was standing at the top 
of the ride; an unfortunate pheasant 
was sprung in the centre, which by rights 
neither your son or the Major should have 
shot at till it got well up and went one 
way or the other, to the right or left, but 
both gentlemen having a little bet on, 
shot across, and the consequence was 
poor Thornhill got both charges — there 
was not the slightest doubt of it, as he is 
hit on both sides of his chest. It is a 
mercy he was not killed on the spot as 
some shots were very near the heart ; now 
you see," continued his Lordship, **on 
the right side, the side on which your 
son was shooting, he has got No. 5 shot 
in him, which your son was using, 
and on his left side he has No. 6, 
which was the size the Major shot with. 
It is a most unfortunate accident, but he 

will get over it ; Sir W says there is 

no danger at present, and unless great 
suppuration takes place, he will, with his 
fine constitution pulì through. Mr. Hill 

s 2 
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and Sir John are terribly cut up, and bave 
never left the house since." 

" Poor dear fellow 1" said Lady Laven- 
der, " Captain Slyfox and Lord Laven- 
der have driven round on their way te see 
how he is, so we shall know presently; 
but I am assured from Dr. Wilson, to 
whom I sent a note the first thing this 
moming that there is no immediate 
danger." 

" Sir Turbit and John were over there 
two hours ago, and he was then sleeping 
quietly." 

It was the talk of the hunt, on this 
morning, the accident which had befallen 
Thornhill a day or two before ; ali were 
grieved for he was a general favourite. 

" Why, Shirkington, old fellah, glad to 
see you, who would have thought of meet- 
ing you here ?" said a voice, a hand at that 
instant being laid on his shoulder just 
as he was entreating Miss Sprightly to 
keep near him in the run. 

Shirkington turned his head, and his eye 
met a gentleman mounted on a splendid 
grey hunter. 



WON IN A CANTER. 261 

Of ali men in the world this was the very 
last he least wished to see, Major Rasper 
of his old regiment. 

" Good gracious, Rasper !" said Shirk- 
ington, colouring up violently. " This is 
indeed a surprise," shaking hands with 
him, *^ who would have thought of seeing 
you here." 

" On a three months' leave, old fellah, 
and who do you think I have got with me ? 
No less a personage than Colonel Downey, 
Spavin set him up with acoupleofhunters, 
and we have come down to finish the season 
here." 

" You know, old boy," he continued, as 
he turned a little away, " you were going 
to give me a lesson once, and said you 
liked a flying country, and would show me 
the way ; you will have a good chance, for 
I see you are well-mounted," throwing his 
eye over Shirkington's well-bred, good- 
looking hunter. 

" Ah yes, Rasper," replied Shirkington, 
taking in the whole situation on the in- 
stant, and blessing his lucky stars he had 
met Miss Sprightly ; " but I am afi:'aid you 
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will not see me ride much to-day, for I 
bave the young lady you saw me speaking 
to under my chargej and I shall not be 
able to ride as forward as I could wish." 

^* And a doocid pretty girl she is too," 
retumed the Major, sotto voce ; " sweet in 
that quarter, eh ? Any eoin ?" 

" Nonsense, Rasper ; I shall see you by- 
and-by." And he left his new-found fiìend. 

Eager wero the inquiries of Lord Laven- 
der and Captain Slyfox, as they drove up 
in his Lordship's well appointed mail- 
phaeton, and delighted were the field to 
learn, that although Charlie Thornhill was 
very seriously hurt, stili Sir W — — 



thought there was no danger, and that 
he would with care and attention pulì 
through. 

" Most thankful am I to bear it, Laven- 
der," said the old Master of the hounds, 
brushing something away from his eye. 
" I have lost my right band though ; for I 
never had such a fellow to put the hounds 
to me when the whips were out of the way, 
(he hunted his own hounds) was always 
there and in the nick of time; well we 
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must move on, for we are a quarter of an 
hour past our time," and he nodded to his^ 
whips to take on the hounds. 

The camages were ali drawn up by the 
side of the road to see the first cover 
drawn. 

^* Hi ! lew in !" as with a wave of his 
hand the Master sent the hounds into 
covert, and the eager pack broke away 
from him, dashing over the old rotten 
wattled fence, and sendìng the bits of 
wood flying behind them. 

Nothing was now to be seen of the pack 
but their sterns feathering in the thick 
gorse. 

Thetwo whips were stationedlikestatues 
at the top of the cover. Cigar ends were 
thrown away, some were taking a pulì at 
their girths ; others shortening their stir- 
rup-leathers ; and others making away to 
the side of the cover they thought the fox 
would break, ali eager to get a good place 
and to be in the first flight. 

Presently a whimper is heard, " Hark, 
go ! hark, to Rasselas," screamed the 
Master ; as with horn in hand he urged his 
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borse Ihrough the prickly gorse towards 
the spot where his favourite hound had 
" thrown his tocgue." 

The eager pack rushed to the spot, pre- 
sently the whimper is changed to the filli 
note of the hound, which so delights hunt- 
ing-men. Dog after dog takes it up, and 
there is now a regular crash of music. 
The cap of one of the whips is held 
up, showing that Reynard has gene away. 

" Give them time, gentlemen," said the 
Master, " don't override them, let them 
get well away and then catch them if you 
can ; do hoid hard," trying to check the 
impetuous field, "don't spoil your own 
sport — if you do, don't blame me." 

But there was little chance of their 
catching them now, for the hounds were 
well away on a burning scenfc, with their 
heads up and sterns down. 

" A holding scent, Lavender," said 
Verriefast ramming his horse at a stiff 
flight of rails. 

" I think so," said the other, as he 
landed safely. " The strange lady rides 
well," pointing with his hunting-crop 
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towards Bessy who was going in first-rate 
form follo wed by Bluster and Shirkington. 

The fact was the young lady was show- 
ing them the way, and at a pretty good 
pace too, to the intense disgust of Miss 
Dutchbild, who was vainly endeavouring 
to catch them, as were several other ladies. 

But Miss Sprightly was well mounted 
on a thorough-made huntershe could ride, 
and as it was her first day with the hounds, 
she intendéd to hold her place as long as 
she could. 

" Who the deuce do you think we have 
cut with US to-day?" asked Rasper of 
Colonel Downey, who was pounding away 
on the celebrated *Jim Crow/ the very 
torse that Shirkington was to have ridden 
against Rasper in the proposed steeple- 
chase, when he belonged to Her Majesty's 
191st Foot. 

" How the devil should I know !" he 
answered testily, for a twig had hit him 
somewhat sharply on the nose, drawing 
blood from that purple protuberance. 

" Hit your nose, old boy ?" asked the 
Major, seeing the blood flowing from it. 
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" Never mind, it wanted bleeding. There's 
a friend of yours out to-day, Shirkington 
Buffer, late of ours." 

" No," said the Major, forgetting for 
an instant the pain he was suffering ; " by 
Gad, Sir, you don't say so !" 

" I do though," returned the other 
" and he's piloting a deuced pretty girl, 
at least, she's piloting him — there they 
are/' pointing with his whip to them." 

" By Gad, Sir !" returned the Oolonel, 
" l'U be with him presently and take a 
rise out of him" 

But the Colone! little knew, in the inno- 
cence of his heart, that Shirkington Duffer 
late of her Majesty's 191st Regiment of 
Foot with over two thousand a year, was 
not the Shirkington Duffer of other days. 

The Coloners wish of being with him 
presently was soon gratified, for the 
hounds, throwing up, enabled him to come 
up with them. 

" Why, Duffer, old fellow," exclaimed 
he, extending his buckskin-oovered band 
towards him, ** by Gad, I am glad to see 
you, never saw you looking so well in 
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my life. Why you've got, Sir," drawing 
back in pretended surprise, " a borse 
worthy of an emperor, a flyer I should 
say, from head to heel." 

"Well yes, Colonel," returned Buffer, 
carelessly. "I have a few good ones 
now." 

" So I am told/' said the Oolonel, who 
had determined wìthin himself to get a 
mount out of hina if he could, " but you 
should persuade Spavin to let you have the 
borse I am riding ; this," he continued, 
" is ^ Jim Crow/ the very animai you were 
to have ridden your match against Rasper 
on. 

" Wouldn't buy him at a rag-fair, 
Colonel," said Shirkington, looking the 
wiry screw ali over, " not my form by a 
long way." 

What the Colonel might have answered 
by way of retort, we know not, for the 
hounds, at that instant, having hit off 
the line were racing a way again. 

"Well, Colonel," said Rasper, as they 
met in a lane. " Did you take it out of 
Buffer?" 
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" By Gad, Sir ! take it out of him, he 
took it out of me ; fancy the damned snob 
saying ^ he would not buy * Jim Crow/ 
at a rag-fair,' and the lady laughed, I saw 
her, I did, by Gad V 

The field had beoome rather select now, 
saving the Master, whips, Lords Lavender 
and Verriefast, Rasper, a hard-riding par- 
son, and five or six equally hard-riding 
yeomen, and Miss Sprightly with Buffer 
and Bluster were alone in the first flight. 

The two latter gentlemen, strange te 
say, had met with no mishap ; the fact was 
they were riding good, well made horses, 
temperate and easy jumpers. They were 
delighted with their new purchases, were 
elated at having a young and pretty 
woman to pilot, and stili more delighted at 
having got rid of thebuUying Mr. Pastem. 

The run finished as ali good runs should 
— with a kill ; and the only ones up, when 
the " Whoo-oop " was given, was the 
worthy Master and Miss Sprightly, but 
Lords Verriefast, Lavender, Captains Sly- 
fox, Shirkington, and several yeomen 
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foUowed closely; half a field did not 
separate the lot. 

" Well ridden, indeed, young lady, 
beautifully ridden," exolaimed the worthy 
Master, taking the brush from the first 
whip, " permit meto decorate your horse's 
bridle with thìs," fixing the brush in it. 
*' I hope my hunt may often be graced 
hy your presence, I have lost my right 
hand for a time in poor Mr. Thornhill, but 
you must take his 'place." 

Poor Miss Dutchbild who came up at 
this instant, drenched to the skin, for she 
had plumbed the depth of two brooks, 
heard the last of these flattering words 
and turned her horse's head homewards ; 
tears were in her eyes, and the old roman- 
nosed nag's days from that instant were 
numbered. 

Low was the sweep of the first whip's 
velvet cap as he pocketed the shining piece 
of gold Bessy tipped him with, and ali 
hats were raised when she with her two 
esquires took their leave of the field. 
Shirkington was enchanted, and inwardly 
resolved to lose no time in making Miss 
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Bessy Sprightly, Mrs. Shirkington Buffer, 
but there were others who had made the 
same resolve also, and these were Major 
Rasper and Captain Bluster. 

" A woman wbo can ride such a horse 
as that, and has a mamma with a well- 
appointed pqny carriage," soliloquised 
Rasper to himself, ** must bave coin, 
therefore I am on." 

But there was a bigger fish than these 
small fry, and that was Lord Verrìefast, 

"I don't like the look of things," 
muttered the nobleman to himself, " it is 
evident to me the Hill girl is spooney on 
Thornhill, she may refuse me," he thought 
as he jogged his tired horse homewards, 
** she may, but I don't think it likely she 
will with a man of my rent-roU ; but if she 
does, hang me if I don't fall back on the 
flyer of the hunt (alluding to Bessy), a cer- 
tainty there, and she rides like an angel." 

Bluster was also turning it over in his 
mind. " She won't," he muttered to him- 
self, " have anything to do with Duffer 
after the way he treated her at Brighton. 
I intend to cut in for this little game, and 
I think I am as safe as the Bank." 



CHAPTBE XII. 



THE SIOK BOOM. 



Weaeily and feverishly did poor Charlie 
toss about in his bed, at tiraes he was un- 
conscious, and lay in a death-like trance ; 
then he wpuld partly come to his senses 
and feebly cali for drink, which was ever 
at band, and given by his trusty and 
never wearing servant, Nurse Grimes. The 
old woman sat motionless by his bed- side, 
and hardly left him for an instant, Sir John 
too was backwards and forwards con- 
stantly, he oould not rest till he saw he 
was safe. 

" Grimes," he said, the second evening, 
" what do you think of him, will he pulì 
through ?" 

" I think so, Sir John, both dootors say 
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there is every hope, but he must be kept 
very quiet. Major Brag and young Mr. 
Turtlefat were bere just now, poor gentle- 
men, they are very mucb cut up, neitber 
I tbink will ever shoot again ; and Miss 
Mary," sbe continued, witb a sligbt smile, 
" Comes peeping in every bour, asking 
*bow is be, Nurse, may I come and sit 
witb you ?' Poor dear, I am obliged to let 
ber, tbougb God knows a siok room like 
tbis is no place for ber, but sbe will net 
be refused." 

" Has Hill told you ali, Grimes ?" asked 
tbe Baronet. 

" Everytbing, Sir Jobn, it bas indeed 
made my old beart glad, to tbink o£ Mr. 
Tom, wild Mr. Tom being a millionaire. 
Ab ! well, wben my boy gets well and 
strong, be will bave a pleasant surprise/' 

Numerous were tbe calls to know bow 
tbe invalid was going on. Carriages were 
roUing constantly up to tbe door, and 
borsemen cantering across tbe park, ali 
bent on tbe same errand. General was 
tbe satisfaction wben it became known 
tbat Cbarlie Tbornbill was out of danger. 
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As for the two gentlemen who liad 
caused the accident, they were unremitting 
in their inquiries, but they would not 
show io the hunting-field, or out at ali, 
and perhaps it was as well they did not. 

" You are getting better, are you not, 
my dear boy?" asked Mr. Hill, one even- 
ing, as he carne in, "you feel stronger, 

don't you ? Sir W says you may have 

a little champagne now, and anything you 
like to eat, the wing of a pheasant and 
a little jelly." 

" I ani not the least hungry," replied 
the poor invalid, " but I have a fearful 
thirst always on me." 

"Ah, that is nothing but fever, you 
will soon get over that and about. We 
are to have ali kinds of festive goings 
on when you are better ; there is to be a 
ball, the hunt ball you know, then there 
is a steeple-chase talked of; in a few 
days you will be able to read a little, and 
then you will be able to sit up for a 
short time and see your friends, you will 
come round and be about in a month." 

" But I am a dreadful nuisance to you 
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ali — lying bere sick and ili, I must bave 
put you ali out horribly, and Miss Hill too," 
and Le slglied heavily, 

" ThornhiU, if you speak like that l'U 
not come near you again. Who has so 
much riglit as I to look after you. I your 

your sincere friend," he added hastily, 

as he saw the young man's eyes turned in- 
quiringly upon him. " Put me out, oertainly 
not, or Mary either. By the way would 
you hke to see her ? She was often bere 
when you were senseless and we ali thought 
you dying; poor girl, it was a great shock 
to her but she has quite got over it now." 

" I should like to see Miss ThornhiU 
very much," replied the invalid, " and 
thank her for ali her kindness." 

Nurse Grimes glided from the room and 
presently returned with Mary Hill. The 
girl looked weary and worn, for the trutb 
must be told, she had sat up with the nurse 
many a weary hour. She looked beautiful, 
though, and as she came up to the bed- 
side and took the wasted band of the sick 
young man, tears were in her wondrous 
eyes. 
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" Oh, Mr. Thornhill — I ani — we are ali 
so thankful to see you so much better, 
there do not speak," as he attempted to 
murmur something. ** You are not to talk, 

Sir W says you are not. I will do ali 

that, and you must listen. Papa in the 
first place has succeeded in getting you 
some grapes ; you were ever asking for 
them in your delirium, a siok man's fanoy, 
then at the dose of the hunting season 
there are to be ali sorts of gaieties. Balls 
and steeple-ohases, and I know not what ; 
but here comes dear Sir John to see you." 

"Well, Charlie," said the Baronet, 
" how are you my boy, better I see ; we 
have had the run of the season to-day, a 
splendid one with a kill. Eleven miles from 
point to point. You remember those two 
gentlemen who came to us about some 
horses, those who we sent oflf to Allsnob's. 
Well, they bought four of him and right 
good nags they are ; their owners, though, 
are not much of riders, but the horses are 
so good they cannot help themselves. But 
there was a young lady out, a friend of 
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theirs, a very prettj girl, a regular flyer ; 
she has only been out seven or eight times 
and is alwg.ys up. Rides divineìy, a triou- 
sand a year, tbere is a chance for you ! 
so you had better get well as soon as pos- 
sible, for tbere are lots of fellows after ber 
already. Verriefast is, tbey say, tremen- 
dously struck; so is anotber gentleman 
wbo is bunting bere, a Major Rasper ; tben 
tbere are ber friends, Mr. Buffer and Cap- 
tain Bluster; presently, tbere will be 
Bragg and Turtlefat, wben tbey dare sbow 
up, and a lot more. Ob, sbe and ber 
tbousand a year will not want for ad- 
mirers, or go begging. I bave balf a 
mind to start for tbe fiUy stakes myself, 
and wbo knows but wbat Hill may go in 
as well. Lady Turtlefat says ber son Jack 
may bave any one be likes for asking." 

*^I advise Mr. Tbornbill,'' said Mary, 
"not to bave anytbing to do witb tbis 
young lady. Wbo is sbe, Sir Jobn ? Some 
adventuress, and a flirt I suppose ?" 

** Well, I cannot say about tbat," re- 
turned tbe Baronet. " But if sbe is, sbe 
is a deuced pretty one. Nice manners, a 
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perfect lady I am certain of, and is beau- 
tifuUy mounted." 

"Better than I am, Sir John. Oh, 
nothing can be so good as my darling 
' Sultan.' I was to bave ridden bim bef ore 
now, but as papa could not go, he went 
back to Mrs. AUsnob for a short time." 

" You shall ride him, dearest, in a few 
days," said ber father, " but, Sir John, as 
you and Mary are bere, I want to say a 
little to Thornhill," and he looked sìgnifi- 
cantly at the Baronet. " Now draw your 
chairs up to the bedside." 

"I bave often heard you mention, 
Cbarlie," commenced the old gentleman, 
" that you had an uncle who went to India 
many years ago, and that you had never 
heard of him." 

" Never a word," replied the invalid. 

" Ah, he was a wild dare-devil fellow," 
remarked Sir John, maliciously, " a good- 
for-nothing, died a dog's death no doubt.'^ 

" No, Sir John, no. I was only a child 
at the timo he left," said Thornhill, " but 
he was good and kind, we ali moumed 
for him when he went ; he was beloved by 
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everyone, Would to God I could see liim 
again." 

••'Weil, my dear boy," saìd Mr. Hill, 
quietly. " Look at me, you do see him. 
I am your Uncle Tom," but noticing the 
deathly pallor of the invalid's face, said 
" Sir John, I am afraid I have been too 
precipitate. Grimes, give him a little 
wine, and Mary, darling, do not look so 
scared." 

" You Uncle Thomas !" afe last exclaimed 
the invalid after a pause. 

" Your name Thornhill, and not Hill," 
said his daughter, staring at her father in 
utter amazement. 

" It is even so," replied the old gentle- 
man, " the only ones that knew me again 
was Grimes, she did at once, and Porest, 
but he did not spot me for some time. 
Well my story is not a long one, are you 
well enough to bear it, Charlie ? It will 
not take long. 

"When I left England, I had played 
old Harry with my fortune, and it would 
not have lasted long at the rate I was 
going on, so I determined to pulì up in 
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time and do something to square myself. 
I started for India, you were only a little 
one then, Oharlie. During my joumey 
I fell desperately in love with your poor 
mother, Mary, she was the daughter of 
an old major going out. I care not to say 
how beautiful she was. At any rate, direotly 
we landed we were married. After that I 
went by the name of Hill, dropping the 
Thorn ; I feared I might] not be suocessful 
in my undertakings, and I determined no 
one should know Tom Thornhill was 
swamped. Tour poor mother knew why 
I did it, my pet. You were christened 
Mary Thornhill, and this place is bought 
in my own name. Soon after you were 
born, the climate killed my poor delicate 
wife ; and you were ali that was left to 
me. I had been doing pretty well, but 
now I gave ali my energies to business. 
I was lucky, very lucky — I had good men 
about me, and ali I touched turned to 
gold. I went in for everything, a general 
merchant. I was thinking of coming home 
when I got, Charlie, the news of your 
father*s death. I saw it in a paper, then 
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carne letters from your unfortunate sister 
to friends out there, to know if I was 
living or dead. She ougbt to Lave been 
bom a detective that woman, for one 
mail brought me a letter from ber, saying 
she had found me out under the name of 
Hill, and giving such an account of 
yourself, that you were wild, extravagant, 
heartless and dissipated, and going to the 
dogs as fast as you could. I need net 
say I was thoroughly shocked at the 
history she had given of you, for I was 
very fond of you, Charlie. She never told 
me of her disgraceful marriage. Well, 
ali this disheartened me, and for two 
years more I worked away. Then carne 
the news of your sister's death ; and 
about this time I got an inkling how you 
had been treated. This determined me as 
to my course. I had had enough of India ; 
I was getting as yellow as a guinea, and 
my liver out of order, so I arranged my 
my affairs, sold ali off, and returned at 
once to the old land. 

" On reaching my home, which I never 
parted from, I there heard of your wretched 
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sister, and ali her goings on, but tidings 
of you I could not get.' However, if you 
were alive and in England, I knew that to 
find you would be no great difficulty, and 
I soon traced you to Forest's. Well, find- 
ing you so well placed and comfortable, 
and how you had been belied, I resolved 
to keep up the deception a little longer, 
so that I might know you thoroughly, 
which, having bought this place, I was 
able to do by having you constantly about 
me. This is my history, nothing very 
romantic in it. Had this accident not oc- 
curred, I might not ha ve made myself 
known for another year. Now, Charlie, 
my dear, dear boy, never talk again about 
* putting me out,' who has so great a right 
to look after you as your old Uncle Tom, 
who will do ali he can for you, and so will 
your cousin Mary." 

" And Charlie Thornhill is really, really 
my cousin ?" asked the bewildered girl. 

" Yes, Miss Mary," said the old nurse-, 
" he is your real cousin. Oh, this is a 
joyful day for me. And if I could only 
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to friends out there, to know if I was 
living or dead. She ougbt to Lave been 
bom a detective that woman, for one 
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she had found me out under the name of 
Hill, and giving such an account of 
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heartless and dissipated, and going to the 
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say I was thoroughiy shocked at the 
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years more I worked away. Then carne 
the news of your sister's death ; and 
about this time I got an inkling how you 
had been treated. This determined me as 
to my course. I had had enough of India ; 
I was getting as yellow as a guinea, and 
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my affairs, sold ali off, and returned at 
once to the old land. 

" On reaching my home, which I never 
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sister, and ali her goings on, but tidings 
of you I could not gei.' However, if you 
were alive and in England, I knew that to 
find you would be no great difficulty, and 
I soon traced you to Forest's. Well, find- 
ing you so well placed and comfortable, 
and how you had been belied, I resolved 
to keep up the deception a little longer, 
so that I might know you thoroughly, 
which, having bought this place, I was 
able to do by having you constantly about 
me. This is my history, nothing very 
romantic in it. Had this accident not oc- 
curred, I might not have made myself 
known for another year. Now, Charlie, 
my dear, dear boy, never talk again about 
* putting me out,' who has so great a right 
to look after you as your old Uncle Tom, 
who will do ali he can for you, and so will 
your cousin Mary." 

" And Charlie Thornhill is really, really 
my cousin ?" asked the bewildered girl. 

" Yes, Miss Mary," said the old nurse-, 
" he is your real cousin. Oh, this is a 
joyful day for me. And if I could only 
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should not bave known you — you are 
terribly altered, but you will come round 
after a bit. Upon my soul, it i» horrible 
to think of the suflFerings you must have 
gone through." 

His Lordship, though a fast man, was a 
gentleman and a man of feeling. 

" But you are in good hands, with such 
a sweet and gentle nurse," looking with 
undisguised admiration towards the beauti- 
ful girl, " you must get well, and that soon." 

Grimes fidgeted uneasily about, for she 
did not like his Lordship's evident admira- 
tion of the young lady. 

"Poor Brag and Turtlefat," continued the 
nobleman, " have never shown up since the 
accident, they are disconsolate — never once 
been out with the hounds, and we have 
had some magnificent runs. Your cousin, 
too, has never yet ridden her beautiful 
horse ' Sultana Mr. AUsnob only told 
me yesterday he was perfection ; but we 
have one lady out with us twice a week, 
a beautiful girl — a thousand a year, old 
fellow. So you must get well soon or you will 
have no chance," and he looked narrowly 
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at the young lady as he said this, but her 
countenance was unmoved. 

" Ah !" he said to himself, " no danger 
yet, but I must not let the grass grow under 
my feet — strike whilst the iron is hot, is 
my motto, no time liko the present." 

" Miss Thornhill," he said, as she left 
the room with him, " may I have an 
instant's conversation with you ?" 
. ** Certainly, Lord Verriefast, will you 
come into the morning room, there is a 
good fire there; papa's library is the 
snuggest, but I think he is engaged 
with the land steward, or some of the farm 
people." 

" My dear Miss Thornhill," said the 
nobleman as he seated himself on an easy- 
chair by her side, " I grieve to see your 
poor cousin in such a wretched state, but if 
good gentle nursing will pulì him through, 
and such devotion as you show him, 
I am sure he will recover, though it may 
take some time first. But it was of other 
matters I was going to speak. You must 
have seen my evident admiration for 
you for some time past, I ara not given 
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theirs, a very pretty girl, a regular flyer ; 
she has only been out seven or eight times 
and is alwq^ys up. Rides divinely, a thou- 
sand a year, there is a chance for you I 
so you had better get well as soon as pos- 
sible, for there are lots of fellows after her 
already. Verriefast is, they say, tremen- 
dously struck; so is another gentleman 
who is hunting here, a Major Rasper ; then 
there are her friends, Mr. Duffer and Cap- 
tain Bluster ; presently, there will be 
Bragg and Turtlefat, when they dare show 
up, and a lot more. Oh, she and her 
thousand a year will not want for ad- 
mirers, or go begging. I have half a 
mind to start for the filly stakes myself, 
and who knows but what Hill may go in 
as well. Lady Turtlefat says her son Jack 
may have any one he likes for asking." 

"I advise Mr. Thornhill," said Mary, 
"not to have anything to do with this 
young lady. Who is she, Sir John ? Some 
adventuress, and a flirt I suppose ?" 

"Well, I cannot say about that," re- 
turned the Baronet. " But if she is, she 
is a deuced pretty one. Nice manners, a 
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perfect lady I am certain of, and is beau- 
tifully mounted." 

"Better than I am, Sir John. Oh, 
nothing can be so good as my darling 
' Sultan/ I was to have ridden himbefore 
now, but as papa could not go, he went 
back to Mrs. Allsnob for a short time." 

" You shall ride him, dearest, in a few 
days," said her father, " but, Sir John, as 
you and Mary are here, I want to say a 
little to Thornhill," and he looked signifi- 
cantly at the Baronet. " Now draw your 
chairs up to the bedside." 

"I have often heard you mention, 
Charlie," commenced the old gentleman, 
" that you had an uncle who went to India 
many years ago, and that you had never 
heard of him.'' 

" Never a word," replied the invalid. 

" Ah, he was a wild dare-devil fellow," 
remarked Sir John, maliciously, ** a good- 
for-nothing, died a dog's death no doubt.'^ 

" No, Sir John, no. I was only a child 
at the time he left," said Thornhill, " but 
he was good and kind, we ali mourned 
for him when he went ; he was beloved by 
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and I really believe would make any woman 
happy that he really cared for, yet I could 
never have been contented as Lady Yerric* 
fast." 

"Why, Mary, my pet, ali alone;" said 
her father, entering the room. " I have 
just come from Charlie, and he tells me 
Verriefast has been to see him ; I thought 
to find him here, is he gene ?" 

" Yes, papa," throwing herself on his 
shoulder, and hiding her head, " and 
what do you think ?" 

" I don't know, my love." 

"Why, papa," said the blushing girl, 
" Lord Verriefast proposed to me." 

" And you," said the old gentleman, in 
evident trepidation ; " and you — " 

" Eefused him, papa." 



CHAPTER Xin. 

POPPINQ THE QUESTION. 

Miss Sprightlt, as our readers know, 
when she persuaded her mamma to come 
down into Yorkshire with her, had only 
one object in view, and that was to captare 
Shirkington Buffer. But since the young 
lady had been so constantly out with the 
Wareheel hounds, and acknowledged as 
the finest lady rider of the hunt, save 
Mrs. AUsnob, for poor Miss Dutchbild 
had been obliged to succumb, Bessy had 
serious thoughts of flying at higher game 
than Shirkington. She was quite aware 
that Lord Yemefast admired her, so did 
Major Easper, so did old Colonel Downey, 
for he expressed his admiration in no 
measured terms. 

VOL. I. u 
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One day as the young lady led him 
over a good doublé, which the Colonel 
could not persuade the celebrateu -'Jim 
Crow " to negociate, exclaimed to the 
young lady, when he carne up with her 
some time afterwards. 

" By Gad, Miss Sprightly ! you're a 
wonder, you are by Gad ! I only wish I 
was ten years younger," 

Although the old gentleman said no 
more, she perfectly well knew what he 
meant. As to her two cavaliers, Bluster 
and Shirkington, they had quite given up 
the idea of piloting her — the fact was that 
after the hounds got away, they were not 
able to live two fields with her. 

She also knew that Major Rasper was 
an ardent admirer, but neither he, Lord 
Verriefast, or Colonel Downey, or any 
other of her numerous admirers had the 
same chance as Duffer and Bluster, who 
were constantly at her mother's cottage. 

The girl was certain that her mother 
had stated in confidence to several that 
she had a thousand a year. 

Now Bessy, though she had no objection 
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to finding a husband, like ali pretty high- 
spirited girls had no idea of being mar- 
ried for ber money, and, moreover, she 
knew that ber legacy of a tbousand 
pounds was not a tbousand a year, and 
tbat Mamma Sprigbtly, wilfuUy misunder- 
standing tbe diflference between legacy 
and income, was guilty of notbing else but 
a swindle. 

Bessy had faitb in ber good looks and 
riding, and felt perfectly assured tbat sbe 
could now cboose a busband more to ber 
taste tban eitber Sbirkington or Bluster. 
She remembered bow Sbirkington bad 
treated ber at Brigbton, and tbougb sbe bad 
no intention at present of giving tbat gentle- 
man bis congé^ believed in tbe old axiom 
tbat tbere is notbing like baving several 
strings to one's bow, kept bim in bei^ 
train, tbougb sbe was fuUy resolved in 
ber own mind never to marry bim, even 
if be asked ber, wbicb be bad not as yet. 
Mr. Pastern, too, bad spoken so ili of 
bis former master, tbat it made ber con- 
sider. 

" Dasb my buttons, Miss I" exclaimed 

u 2 
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that worthy, one morning, as he lifted 
ber into the saddle ; " l'd never have two 
such muffs as those a mooning about arter 
me," pointing to Messrs. Buffer and 
Bluster, who were cantering their hacks 
up the road to escort the young lady, as 
usuai, to the Meet. " I can't abear the 
sight of them, they knows no more about 
'osses or *unting than a child unborn/' 

What more he might have said was cut 
short by the two gentlemen riding up, 
butto whom Mr. Pastern, in his impudence, 
would not even touch his hat to. 

"Pastern," said the young lady, aside 
to him, " if ever you dare to speak to me 
again as you have, or guilty of the rude- 
ness of not touching your hat to your 
old raasters, and my friends, you leave on 
the instant, so understand me." 

"Well, this beats cockfighting, this 
does," remarked that worthy, as he turned 
into his harness-room, ** they're ali of a 
feather. I can't think, for the life of me, 
how a young lady as can ride, has two 
such duffers as them a pottering about 
with her instead of a grum, such as I am, 
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who knows what 'osses is ; it's scandalous," 
and he proceeded in great dudgeon to 
light his old day pipe at the harness-room 
fire. 

Bessy, as usuai, on the hounds finding, 
had stolen away in the first flight, never 
caring where her two esquires were. The 
country to-day was exceedingly heavy and 
qlose, and Lord Verriefast had already got 
on his second horse. 

*'Don't attempt it, Miss Sprightly," 
said the nobleman, as the young lady sent 
her well-made hunter at a big but rotten 
bank, " it's bad landing on the other side.'* 

But the young lady'did not or would 
not hear him, and the old horse flew it 
with her. 

" Damn it, I knew how it would be I" 
exclaimed his Lordship, spitting the mud 
out of his mouth, he had come a tremend- 
ous cropper, a regular spread-eagle on the 
other side. '* Tm done for the day," but 
seeing that Bessy had caught his horse at 
the corner of the field, wended his way 
towards her as fast as he could through 
the heavy ploughed land. 
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" Never mind," said she laughingly, as 
he swung himself into bis saddle, " hunting 
would be nothing . without these little 
accidents, it will be my turn next." 

" I sincerely hope not," he replied, 
gallantly. 

"Oh, there goes another," she ex- 
clairaed, cutting short his Lordship's 
speech, and shrieking with laughter, 
" what a splendid fall I" It was the 
illustrious Major Rasper. 

That gentleman luckily fell on a part 
where he coiild sustain little or no injury, 
namely, his head. The militaire pitched 
on his hat, which was driven over his 
brows. For an instant he looked wonder- 
fuUy like one of the little boys who, for 
a halfpenny, stand for an unlimited time 
on their heads ; but the Major had no such 
powers of acrobatism, for he carne down 
after a second on his back, where he 
looked like a lively turtle. 

" Never mind," said the lady, " he is 
not hurt ; there goes the fox, and we shall 
nick in beautifuUy." 

" I am exceedingly obliged to you," said 



WON IN A CANTER. 295 

Lord Verriefast to ber, as they rode away, 
" I must look in on you and your mamma 
to-mori;ow to thank ,you." 

" I shall be at bome," said Bessy, " ali 
day, deligbted to see you, and so I am 
sure will be mamma." 

She knew sbe bad fixed bim, and tbat it 
would be ber own fault if sbe were ^ not 
sbortly Lady Verriefast. 

" I teli you wbat, Bluster," said Sbirk- 
ington to bim, as tbé bounds came to a 
cbeck and tbey were munobing a sandwich, 
" it strikes me foroibly tbat Verriefast is 
coming it remarkably strong witb Bessy 
to-day, look at tbem laugbing and talking 
tbere." 

" Well, wbat if tbey are," returned bis 
friend, " be bas a perfect rigbt to, bas be 
not ?" 

" Ob yes, oertainly, but tben you 
know." 

"Know, know wbat, Sbirkington ?" 

" Only tbat I was, you know a little bit 
spooney on ber." 

" I am aware of tbat, deuoed spooney 
on ber at Brigbton, and tbrew ber over ; 
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you don't suppose she has forgotten it, 
do you, and will not talk to who she 
pleases.** 

" Oh, yes, of oourse ; but then you see, 
Bluster, old fellow, I do mean to pro- 
pose." 

" Do you ? well, it strikes me foroibly 
you'U be a day too late, there's Rasper 
sweet OD ber." 

" Rasper be damned ! who'd bave him, 
a conceited ass." 

" Well, I don't think Miss Sprightly 
will bave him, she will fly at bigger game ; 
I," he continued, putting up his shirt 
ooUar, " might bave a try." 

"Youl" replied his friend contemp- 
tuously, " what chance do you think you'd 
bave?" 

" About as good a one as you, my boy," 
said the other lighting a cigar. 

Shirkington hated his friend from that 
instant, and determined to propose that 
very evening. 

Bluster resolved to do the same — how 
they both fared will be seen anon. 

The gentlemen were not very talkative 
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over their dinner, each mistrustedthe other, 
so the meal went somewhat fiat. 

Shirkington left the room, as he said, to 
get a fresh box of cigars, but calling his 
man to him, told him to have his bay hack 
saddled at once and taken down to the 
end of the lane where he would meet it 
in ten minutes, and that he was not to let 
Captain Bluster or any one else know that 
he had left on horsebaok. " If the Captain 
asks," continued Shirkington, " you oan 
say I have walked over to Farmer Pea- 
straw's to smoke a pipe with him, and see 
if I can bay some more oats." 

Shirkington then slipped back and 
lighted his cigar. 

Bluster, who was a great sleeper after 
dinner, was already dozing away in his 
chair. 

"Ain't you going to have a weed, 
Bluster, I never saw such a fellow to sleep 
after dinner in my life." 

"AUright," grò wled the Captain, **must 
have my forty winks first, and then I shall 
be right for the evening." 

A snore presently told Buffer that his 
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friend was asleep, stealing softly from the 
room, putting on bis hat and great-ooat, 
ran down to the end of the lane and mount- 
ing his hàck rode away at a hand canter. 

The Captain's forty winks continued for 
an hour, he snored and snored away, and 
presently awoke himself by his own noise. 

"Aye, what, Duflfer, have I been to 
sleep?" he exolaimed rubbing his eyes; 
but there was no Buffer to answer him. 

"Where the deuoe has the fellow got 
to ?" ringing the beli. 

" Where's Mr. Buffer?" he asked as the 
servant entered. 

"Gone to Farmer Peastraw's, Sir, to 
smoke a pipe with him, and buy some 
oats," was the answer. 

A brilliant idea ocourred to the Captain. 
Shirkington was out of the way, a better 
chance he could never have to propose to 
Miss Sprightly ; he determined to steal a 
march on his friend, so ordering his brown 
hack, was soon on the way to the Widow 
Sprightly. 

Shirkington was not long in riding over* 
to the cottage, and giving his borse to the 
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servant, was soon in the drawing-room, 
where he found Miss Sprightly alone. 

" Who on earth would have thought of 
seeing you here to-night, Mr. Shirkington?'* 
exclaimed the young lady jumping up from 
the sofà, where she had been poring over 
one of Mudie's novels. " Suoh a bitter 
night, too, you must be cold, do come to 
the fire ; mamma has just gone up to her 
room for she always takes her after dinner 
nap." 

This exaotly suited Shirkington. 

" The fact is/' said he, " I left Bluster 
fast asleep, and as I wanted very much to 
see you," attempting to take the young 
lady's hand, for he had just had wine 
enough to make him valiant, " I thought 
I could not do better than ride over." 

" See me, Mr. Duflfer," exclaimed the 
young lady, though she knew well what 
he had come for, " what do you want to 
see me for ?" 

" Why, Bessy, Miss Sprightly, that is 
you know, I have come to offer myself 
and my ali," and here he plumped down 
on his knees, and seized her hand. 
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" Oh, do get up, Mr. Buffer," she ex- 
claimed, " from that ridioulous position,'' 
withdrawing bis band, *• mamma, or some 
of the servants will be coming in, and teli 
me quietly what you want to say." 

"The faot is, Miss Sprightly," said 
Shirkington, resuming bis seat for be bad 
now caught bis second wind, " I want you 
to marry me, I bave been devilisb spooney 
on you ever sinoe T met you at Brighton, 
I bave, bonour bright, you know ; and now 
that I see you surrounded by ali sorts of 
chaps, wbo don't care, cannot care balf so 
much for you as I do, it bas made me feel 
devilisb uncomfortable, you know ; and I 
can't stand it any longer — now will you 
bave me ^ 

" Mr. Duffer," said the younglady, look* 
ing full upon bim, and exceedingly 
flushed and pretty, " I must speak rather 
plainly to you. I consider that after the 
marked attentions you paid me at Brighton, 
you bardly treated me fairly in taking your- 
self off as you did, without one word of 
explanation or even where you were going 
too. I am not a girl to break my beart for 
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any man, but I must say I felt it and the 
slight you put upon me, and I cannot so 
easily forget it." 

" I was coming back to pop, I was upon 
my soul,'* replied Shirkington, "but I 
could not sorew up my courage to concert 
pitch, but you will bave me, won't you ?'* 

" It requires a little oonsideration, Mv. 
DuflTer; I am very vindictive, you must 
curb your impatienoe, this day week I will 
give you an answer." 

At this instant Captain Bluster was 
ushered in. 

" Why, who the deuce," said he, turn- 
ing red, and looking remarkably foolish, 
" thought of meeting you bere, Buffer, 1 
beg your pardon. Miss Sprightly," shaking 
hands with ber, " forgive my rudeness, but 
I was more than surprised in seeing my 
friend bere ; they told me,'' continued he, 
turning round and looking at Duffer, with 
anything but an amiable oountenance, 
" that you had gone to Farmer Pea- 
straw's to smoke a pipe and buy some 
oats." 

" Did they, old fellow," said Shirking- 
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ton, carelessly, " well, I changed my mind 
for you see I am here." 

Bessy enjoyed ali this amazingly, for 
her quiok peroeption told her that each 
had been trying to steal a marcii on the 
otber. 

Mamma Sprightly coming in at this 
instant, the conversation was changed to 
other matterà. 

" Have you heard how poor Mr. Thorn- 
hill is ?" she asked, '* what a very unfor- 
tunate accident ; it is whispered," looking 
remarkably sapient, " that Miss Hill is to 
be married to her cousin." 

"I don't know anything about that," 
replied the Captain, somewhat shortly, for 
he was not in a good temper, " they say," 
looking maliciously at Bessy, " it will be 
to Lord Verriefast ?" 

"Do you think so," asked the young 
lady, but looking remarkably arch and 
mischievous ali the time, " well, he is a 
very nice handsome man, oh, so hand- 
some," throwing up her eyes in ecstacy. 

" Don't think so," said the Captain 
shortly. He hated the nobleman who had 
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never spoken to him but once, and that 
was at a gap where bis Lordship had 
ratlier roughly said, ** Pi*ay, Sir, if 
you oan't go, let me, don't stop the 
field." " I oonsider Verriefast a conoeited 
snob." 

" I don't think you would teli him so, 
Bluster,'* said his friend, " but I hear on 
good authority that Miss Hill will be 
married either to Major Brag or young 
Turtlefat/' 

" Oh ! no, no," exolaimed the young 
lady, " she will never even look at them ; 
what, marry either of the men who shot 
ber cousin, that is not probable." 

The Captain was turning over in his 
mind how he could inveigle the young lady 
into the conservatory, which the drawing- 
room opened on to ; he was becoming 
desperate, but determined at ali hazards 
to propose that very night. 

" Oh, Miss Shirkington," at last he 
said in the height of his perplexity, " I 
have such an amusing thing to teli you, 
one of the best things you ever heard — I 
don't intend Shirkington to know it 
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though, where shall we go ? into the con- 
servatory, or into the dining-t'oom ?" 

Now the conservatory was cola, and, 
moreover, they could be seen from 
the glass doors, so she answered without 
hesitation, " Oh, into the dining-room of 
course," she had no idea of being watched 
by mamma and Shirkington, or letting 
them see how the Oaptain made love to 
her, as she weU knew that she was only 
going into the dining-room to hear a 
deolaration of love. 

Duflfer turned remarkably red and looked 
exoeedingly angiy, 

"What on earth, Mrs. Sprightly," he 
asked, as the couple left the room, " oan 
that fellow Bluster have to say to Besay, 
Miss Sprightly, I mean ?" 

" I have not the remotest idea ; some of 
his nonsenso, I suppose," answered the 
lady, though she felt fuUy convinced that 
the Captain was at that instant popping to 
her daughter. 

The wily mamma had seen for some 
time that both gentlemen were smitten 
with her daughter, she did not care which 
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one Bessy aocepted for they both had 
money, she only trusted she would choose 
the one that had the most. 

** Well, Captain Bluster," said Miss 
Sprightly, as they sat down by the fire, 
which was now burning somewhat low, 
" what is it so amusing you ha ve to teli 
me, we must make baste, because mamma 
and your friend willthink it exceedingly 
strange." 

" I will not detain you an instant, Miss 
Sprightly, but I came over bere this even- 
ing little expecting to find Duffer, but 
the objeot of my visit was to teli you how 
much I admired you ; the faot is," con- 
tinued he, and hardly knowing what to 
say, " I can't get on without you, I am 
miserable away from you, I can't go to 
sleep thinking of you." 

•* Ah, Captain Bluster," said she laugh- 
ingly, " that is because you sleep so heavily 
after dinner ; but you mean to say," taking 
some pity on bis confusion, " that you 
wish to marry me." 

"Just so, that's it," he was thankful 
for being helped out of bis diflGloulty. " I 
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will give you everything you want, two 
hunters, three if you wish," he recklessly 
said, he was determined to orane at no- 
thing now, " and a house of your own, and 
a settlement, and ali that you know." 

'' Captain Bluster," said the girl gently, 
*' ali this is very kind, and I look on it 
so ; it has been bruited about that I am 
credited with having a thousand a year, 
I do not know who spread the report but 
it is perfectly erroneous — I bave nothing 
of the sort, in fact, I bave nothing," and 
she looked keenly at him as she uttered 
this. 

The gentleman was considerably stag- 
gered at the frank avowal, nevertheless 
having commenced, he determined to go 
through with it. 

"Oh, money be hanged ! I bave enough 
for both, only teli me you don't care for 
that fellow Shirkington." 

** Captain Bluster," drawing herself up, 
" you bave no right to ask me such a ques- 
tion ; or shall I answer it." 

**But will you bave me," pleaded the 
gentleman, " you will not think of anyone 
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else, will you?" attempting to take ber 
hand, which she drew away. 

'* Captain Bluster, I cannot give you an 
answer to-night, it is impossible, we really 
must dose this interview and go to the next 
room." 

" Well," persisted the Captain, " do 
give me an answer, yes or no, I must have 
one." 

" I will give you an answer," said the 
lady, moving towards the door, but look- 
ing him full in the face, " I will give you 
an answer, Captain Bluster, this day 
week," and she left the room. 

Bluster had not nervo enough to enter 
the drawing-room again. Going to the 
stables, getting his hack and generously 
presenting the man with a fourpenny- 
piece, rode away. 

" Well, Bessy," said her mamma as 
that young lady entered the drawing-room, 
** are we to know what the Captain has 
told you so amusing." 

" Certainly not, mamma, it is a secret,'* 
she added laughingly, •* I am not to teli 
anyone." 

X 2 
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" But where is the Captain ?" 

'' I left him in the dining-room." 

It was soon discovered, however, that 
he had oalled for his horse, and left an ex- 
cuse that he had forgotten some one he 
was obliged to see that evening. 

" Bessy," said her mamma, as they sat 
alone after the departure of Shirkington, 
** he has proposed, I know he has." 

** He," returned her daughter, ** who 
do you mean by he ?" 

" Why the Captain of course." 

" Well he has proposed, and Shirking- 
ton Buffer as well." 

" No," said the astonished lady, " has 
he ? when on earth did he propose ?" 

" When you were asleep upstairs ; he 
arrived first and had only just time to do 
so when his friend came in." 

" Well, Bessy," asked her eager parent, 
" which have you accepted ? Shirkington, of 
course, for he is the richest." 

" To teli you the truth, mamma, at pre- 
sent I have accepted neither, it requires 
consideration." 

" Consideration ! good heavens ! what 
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are you thinking of ? are you aware that 
you are throwing away a chance that may 



never occur again." 



" I may do better/' pleaded her daughter, 
" but I am tired and am going to bed," 
lighting a chamber-candlestick, "good- 
night, mamma," kissing her. 

" Do better, Bessy, reflect, consider, to 
do better is impossible." 

" Mamma, I mean to manage my own 
aflFairs in my own way, and certainly in this 
case, but believe me that in this world 
nothing is impossible." 



END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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